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Dreams Are For Vicens 
by 


Watts Martin 
Wastrated by Vinny Chia 


Erica was chubby. Not fat— more stocky, you might 
say, a hundred forty-five pounds, not bad for a five-foot-six, 
nineteen-year-old raccoon. But surrounded like she was by 
svelte felines, those preciously cute otters that always seemed to 
have half the campus following them— and the vixens, they 
were the worst, always eating twice what she did and complain- 
ing about how they could never put on any weight— well, she 
felt fat. 

Understand, she couldn’t do anything about her build. 
That was it, you see— it wasn’t her diet, it wasn’t some genetic 
disposition in her family toward portly females. It was her 
build. Just the way she was put together. She hated it. 

She was on her way back from class. Awful things, 
numbers. The class hadn’t been any easier the second time 
around. She walked home with a little black cloud floating a 
few steps behind her head, the kind of thunderhead that makes 
a lot of noise and looks threatening but doesn’t quite have 
enough motivation to just come right out and rain on you. 

“Hey, Erica!” 

The cloud hesitated at the sound of her name, waiting 
for her to turn. She identified the voice just before Carroll came 
jogging up to her. “Hi!” 

“Hi,” she said, sighing. As always, part of her was happy 
to see the fox. The rest of her slammed the jubilant part back 
into its proper place. The black cloud, relieved, resumed its 
position over her spirit. 

“Things still didn’t go well,” he guessed. 

“That obvious?” (Of course it’s obvious. You’re about 
as subtle as a pink boulder, woman.) 

“I don't understand.” He shoved his hands in his 
pockets as he fell into step beside her. “You do pretty well with 
me. 

She smiled, not quite allowing herself to look at him. If 
Carroll was teaching the class instead of that stupid human, 
Mrs. Pearson, she'd be doing pretty well indeed. “You're... 
different.” 

“Thanks.” He laughed. “I think. How’s the rest of life?” 

“The same.” 

“Anyone new?” 

Erica sighed. “I don’t think there’s that many people 
looking for raccoon zoomorphs as girlfriends.” 

He shook his head. “I don’t see what that has to do with 
it. You shouldn’t have any trouble getting somebody to melt 
at your touch.” 

Yeah right. She laughed in spite of herself, but his 
expression was quite serious. 

“Are you just not remembering how to do the work?” 

“I don't know,” she mumbled, dropping back a step so 
she was behind him. “I really do try.” 


“Well,” he said without turning around, and launched 
into one of his enthusiastic pep-talks, just like she had expected 
him to. She took the opportunity to look up, focusing her 
attention on him instead of the stupid numbers she had been 
battling— with no success— for the past day. God, he was 
handsome. Six feet tall to the inch, nicely proportioned (very 
nicely), along thick brush she wanted to wrap around her body 
and bury her face in. Ifhe turned around, she could stare into 
his wonderful grey eyes— except it would probably make him 
nervous. No, it would make her nervous first. 

They had known each other since her freshman semes- 
ter, two years ago. He was one of her closer friends— certainly 
the closest male friend she had. He had been a junior then, but 
didn't mind associating with someone who was already a social 
outcast after a month at college. 

Now she was the junior and he had graduated. As a 
reward for his degree, he worked as a waiter at a restaurant in 
the college town. And occasionally he tutored his friend the 
raccoon in math. It was probably a wasted effort— she knew 
she wasn’t stupid, but when it came right down to it she didn’t 
care about numbers. The only reason she hadn’t dropped the 
class this time around was because their sessions were about the 
only times she got to see Carroll anymore. The sessions, and 
the few times they ran into one another on the street. 

She suddenly realized he had stopped speaking. Actu- 
ally, he had turned around, staring at her expectantly. “Uh, 
yes,” she said. 

Those beautiful grey eyes she had wanted to stare into 
registered confused surprise. “Yes, you do mind?” 

Erica felt herself growing hot under her cheek fur. The 
cloud thundered loudly from a few steps behind. “N-never... 
uh, no. No, of course not.” 

“Okay,” he said, looking slightly worried, as if be didn’t 
quite believe her. 

“Really. Fine,” .she went on, feeling it was more im- 
portant to reassure him than to know what she was talking 
about. 

“Okay,” he repeated. Then he smiled. “Well, I have to 
run. I’m on lunch break. See you tomorrow.” 

“Right. Goodbye.” She watched him jog off, then shook 
herself off, as if to clear her head of improper thoughts. 

Not that it would matter— they'd still be there. She 
didn’t know why she thought they were improper, but she still 
held on to her mother’s vision of her baby finding a nice man 
and settling down. And she knew that “nice man,” to both her 
parents, implied someone of the same species. Raccoons didn’t 
date foxes for good reasons. 
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Of course, if she was a fox, she wouldn't want to date a 
raccoon. Even the humans forgot their fear of fur around the 
popular vixens on campus; every time Shelly bent over in a 
short skirt in a public place — something she found an ex- 
traordinary number of excuses to do— every male hormone in 
sight of her tail kicked into overdrive. Erica at least knew she 
wasn't alone in hating her. 

But even being a raccoon, she didn’t want to date any of 
the male ones. They were the only males on campus who 
looked at her as if she was attractive, and she couldn't return the 
favor for any of them. Maybe she was being too picky— after 
all, she couldn't expect some kind of love god to materialize and 
beg her to ravish him, right? But the raccoons she tried to get 
to know— even dated once (only once, for each of them)— 
weren't just plain. “Just plain” she could have accepted. No, 
their averageness extended straight through to their core. 
Simply put, they were staggeringly, stiflingly, awe-inspiringly 
boring people. 

So the next day rolled around and she waited for Carroll 
to show up. He was a little early, like usual — he always said he 
was awful at telling time, and decided it was safer to guess early 
than to guess late. 

They sat down together on her couch, like usual, and the 
fox put the textbook in his lap and turned to the lesson they 
were studying. But this time she couldn't keep her attention 
on the double-damned math, no matter who was describing it 
to her. 

Indeed, that was the problem. Obviously, she had a 
crush on Carroll. She had known that for well over a year. But 
as they sat near one another this particular day, with her face 
inches away from his shoulder, her body (which felt even more 
depressingly chunky than usual) almost touching his and his 
faint spicy-sweet smell in her nose, itoccurred to Erica that she 
was falling in love with him. 

One might say it was to be expected; after all, she had 
probably been falling in love with him since they met. With 
some people it takes a lot of time, and that's as it should be. 
Erica had always been suspicious of people who believed in love 
“at first sight.” 

She progressed through the lesson in a bit of a fog, 
answering the questions with just enough of her mind to pay 
attention to what Carroll was saying. The rest of her was busy 
slapping down the part audacious enough to consider love 
between them. He was a good friend, extremely attractive, 
and— yes— someone she could easily see spending as much 
time as possible with. The rest of her life — Why bother to ask? 
Dreams were for glamorous people. Dreams were for vixens. 
Dreams weren't for pudgy raccoons. 

There was a knock at the door. 

“Whoops, that must be my calling.” Carroll grinned and 
put down the textbook; Erica looked up, confused. 

“Hello, love.” Carroll had opened the door to reveal a 
female fox, one Erica didn't recognize, standing there— a 
picture-perfect face over a clinging black dress with a plunging 
neckline, fur bared down to just above her cute pert damn little 
nipples, the kind of look that the raccoon would never be able 


to come close to in six lifetimes. 
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“Uh—” The lesson still had an hour to go. She had so 
much more to think about. Maybe, if she got up her courage, 
even to talk about. Hello, love? 

He glanced at her, misreading her expression. “You're 
sure you don’t mind me leaving early?” 

“Oh.” What could she say? Yes, I do mind, I was just 
kidding yesterday, I was too busy staring at your body to listen when 
you said you were going to cut the few minutes we have together 
short so you could be with your new girlfriend? “No.” 

Carroll bit his lip, still not understanding but seeing that 
she didn’t want him to go. She never was very good at hiding 
her feelings. “TIl come back tomorrow. We can pick up where 
we left off.” He crossed over to her and gave her a brief hug like 
he sometimes did, and this time it left her mouth dry and her 
fur tingling. “Thank you for understanding about Terisa’s 
schedule and all. You're a real friend, Erica.” 

“I know,” she said softly after they left. Then she picked 
up the textbook and threw it, as hard as she could, against the 
door. It hit with an unsatisfying whuff and lay on the floor, 
looking kind of broken and hurt and resentful. 

By the next morning, she had given her moral dilemma 
serious thought and now had absolutely no idea what to do. 
Competing for Carroll’s attentions with Terisa would only 
crush what was left of her ego. She spent four hours stretched 
out on the couch with her math book, now pitifully cracked 
along the spine, flipping the pages without learning anything 
new. 

The next knock on her door came in early evening. She 
had forgotten the fox’s promise to come back, and stood there, 


blinking stupidly, when he greeted her. 
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‘Tm sorry about last night,” he said, hugging her again. 
Erica was mortified to discover that the dry mouth and tingly 
fur came back, twice as strong as the last hug. 

“How was the date?” 

Carroll chuckled, droppingonto the couch and bouncing 
a bit. “Have you ever had dinner with a perfect vacuum?” 

Erica shook her head, not quite understanding. He 
didn’t enjoy the evening? She was so pretty... 

“Let's just say that if I had whispered in her ear, the echo 
wouldn’t have died for five minutes.” He picked up the 
textbook. “What happened to this thing?” he said, fingering 
the spine. 

“T threw it into the door,” she explained, feeling guiltily 
pleased that Terisa wasn’t perfect. “Long story,” she added, 
seeing the questioning look in his eyes. “One I’d rather... uh, 
not go into.” 

“Okay.” He smiled, shaking his head, and flipped to the 
page they had been on yesterday. She paid attention as best she 
could, trying to talk herself out of the state of mind she was in. 
A crush was something she could handle. It wasn’t serious. 

After they had finished, Erica looked into Carroll’s eyes, 
trying to build up enough courage to tell him all about the 
crush, all about what it was threatening to become. He looked 
back for asecond, then grew flustered. “Erica...” he suddenly 
_ began. 

“Yes?” 

He looked away, running his tongue across his teeth the 
way foxes sometimes did when they were nervous. “Nothing. 
Forget it.” 

Another second and she looked away, too, and the 
moment escaped. When he left, Erica stared at the door again, 
not throwing anything at it this time but looking through it, a 
sadness starting in her heart and growing bigger and bigger 


until it threatened to burst out in a torrent. She only allowed 
it one tear. It ran down her muzzle and dripped onto her 
horrid, forty-pounds-too-much body. 

The next math class was tomorrow morning. No test to 
embarrass herself on this time, so she daydreamed through 
most of it, imagining herself as a vixen, or an otter, or a tigress, 
or even a human. Anything but a raccoon who would never be 
more attractive than this. 

That evening Erica sat alone until well after dark, staring 
at a wall and trying to work up enough nerve to tell Carroll she 
was falling in love with him. Her courage held up all the way 
through a walk to his apartment, up through the knock on the 
door, even through the momentary fear that he wouldn't be 
alone. It ran out when he opened the door, standing there 
dressed just in cutoffs and no shirt, and said her name in 
surprise. 

“H-hello,” she said, hating her voice for trembling. 

“Come in.” He stepped aside, letting her walk (waddle, 
she thought) past. The futon-couch was unfolded on the living 
room floor, the way he normally leftit. It only served as a couch 
when he expected guests. He walked over to it and sat down. 
“Is something wrong?” ۱ 

She looked at him, at his concerned grey eyes staring up 
into her own, and felt dizzy. “No. No. Ijust...” We//?“...just 
wanted some company.” 

“Oh.” He motioned for her to sit down beside him; after 
a moment, she did. “I’m not sure I’m going to be very good 
company right now, but Pll try.” 

“What's wrong?” 

He stretched out on the mattress. It was wide enough for 
both of them to lie down on comfortably, but Erica remained 
sitting up, the part of her that suggested lying down next to the 
fox soundly castigated by her conscience. “I don't know,” he 
said. “I hate my job. The people I date are airheads. My 
muscles are tied into pretzels.” He sighed, closing his eyes. 
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She looked down at him and moistened her lips, watch- 
ing his chest rise and fall as he breathed. “I could... give you 
a backrub.” 

Carroll opened one eye. “I didn't know you, well, gave 
backrubs.” 

“I haven't at college. I did at home all the time.” 

“Well.” He looked inexplicably nervous. “Should 1 roll 
over?” 

“Uh, yes.” She waited until he had turned over, prop- 
ping his head on his arms, then gently touched her hands to his 
shoulders. 

His fur was as thick and luxurious as she had imagined 
it to be; she didn’t know if that was a good thing or not. Gently, 
a bit timidly, she began to massage him. “Oh!” he said. 

Erica paused. “What?” 

“Just... your touch. I’ve never felt anything quite like 
that.” 

“Ts it bad?” 

“No,” he said, nestling down in the futon. “No, it’s very 
nice.” 

“Oh.” She continued her massage haltingly, then with 
a little more confidence as she got back into the rhythm. 
Raccoons did have a different hand structure than other races— 
longer, thinner fingers, a bit more sensitive. Most non- 
raccoons found their touch more unnerving than relaxing; she 
had forgotten that. But Carroll’s enjoyment seemed genuine. 

Erica closed her eyes as she worked her hands down his 
back and sides, imagining the conversation they should be 
having: I’ve been wanting to tell you this for a long time, 
Carroll, but it’s been unbearable the last few days. You’ve been 
the best friend I’ve ever had and more. And I want us to be a 
lot more than that. I know you can have your pick of any of 
the campus women, can’t you? In the two years I’ve known you 
they've practically been beating down your door. But I think 
you ve only dated five women since I’ve been here, counting 
Terisa, and four of them you only mentioned once. I know for 
a fact you only took two of those— counting Terisa— out on 
just one date. Maybe you're wondering if it’s you. It isn’t. 

Oh, Carroll, why try and court a pretty face and hope 
she’ll turn out to be someone you can stand to be in the same 
room with, much less fall in love with? J love you. And I want 
to love you. Do you know how long I’ve wanted to touch you 
before tonight. To run my hands through your fur, trace the 
line of your muscles from your chest down to your thighs. To 
wrap my tail around you, feel your brush against my back, your 
neck against my mouth.... 

Erica lost herself in images, taboos against “improper 
thoughts” momentarily swept aside. She snapped back to 
reality when she felt Carroll shudder under her fingertips. 

She looked down, wide-eyed; the fox was on his back, 
eyes closed, expression ecstatic. The fingers of her right hand 
were brushing along one of his breasts, his nipples standing out 
under her touch; her left was between his legs, tracing his inner 
thigh. Her left leg lay across his knees. 

“Oh, God,” she blurted, feeling not just her face but her 


entire upper torso burn with embarrassment. 
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Carroll opened one eye, a comically sheepish grin 
spreading across his face. “When I said you wouldn't have any 
trouble getting someone to melt at your touch, I didn't know 
how literal that was going to be,” he whispered. 

“I didn’t... I mean, I...” She started to pull away, but 
he caught one of her hands in both of his own. 


“Erica?” She nodded miserably. “What were you 
thinking of?” 
“What...?” 


“When you rolled me over,” he said. You mean I rolled 
him over and turned an innocent backrub into a grope without any 
input from the... the... gropee? “You had this... expression....” 
He sighed. “I’m not sure how to say this. It sounds silly in 
words. Butit was just... pure happiness. And I think it was the 
sexiest look I’ve ever seen on someone’s face.” 

“Me?” she squeaked. “Sexy? Oh... Carroll...” She. 
gulped. “I was thinking about...” She closed her eyes and 
steeled herself. “I was thinking about you what I feel for you 
the crush I’ve had on you ever since we met has become 
something else and I’m falling in love with you I’m sorry for all 
of this,” she gasped. Then she started to shake violently. 

The fox gaped up at her, his mouth working for a few 
seconds without any sound; then he let go of her hand with one 
of his, still holding it with the other, and stroked her leg gently 
from the knee to the thigh. It sent little lightning bolts just 
below her fur. “Don’t be sorry. I’m such an idiot,” he said. 

“No “ 

“Yes. I never thought you were attracted to me.” 

It was Erica’s turn to gape. 

“Um.” He ran his tongue across his teeth three times. “I 
figured you were looking for another raccoon. I guess I figured 
I was looking for another fox, and I just never thought you 
might see me in a way other than a friend. 

“And you?” 

“I always knew you were something more. I just never 
had the nerve... to let you know.” 

“Why?” “Because I was afraid I might lose you com- 
pletely.” His hand moved up her thigh and torso to gently 
caress her face. “I’m so sorry. I love you, Erica.” 

The raccoon closed her eyes and whimpered, then lay 
down beside the fox and hesitantly nuzzled him on the neck. 
He tasted strong, and his pulse quickened gratifyingly at her 
touch. Carroll returned the nuzzle, his teeth nipping gently 
through the fur; she sucked in her breath. 

“Now what?” she whispered. 

“You haven’t finished my backrub,” he repliedinnocently, 
placing her hand between his thighs. She smiled and pressed 
her nose against his cheek, sliding her fingers into his fur— 
where was that nerve? Yes. He stiffened, arching his back, and 
let out a shuddering breath. 

“A massage sometimes works better with no clothes in 
the way,” she suggested softly. 

“So this would be better?” he said, unbuttoning her 
blouse and sliding it off, then reaching around to undo her bra. 

“Oh, yes,” she whispered. Her hand continued to travel 
around his thigh, down the back of his leg. “Either your shorts 
are becoming tighter, or you’re getting larger.” 
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Carroll paused in his undressing of her to reach for his 
own snap, butshe pushed his hand backonto her clothes. “You 
keep doing that,” she commanded, unfastening his pants 
herself. 

The massage continued when they were nude, their 
hands exploring one another as they moved closer. When her 
neck moved within range, the fox gently gripped it with his 
teeth, rolling her partway onto her back by pressing a leg 
between her own. His fingers reached the base of her tail, 
traced down between her buttocks and— 

“Oh!” Erica gasped happily, pulling Carroll firmly against 
her and stroking strongly and quickly in a similar place on his 
body. When he shuddered, she laughed, letting herself be lost 
in the sensations and move on instinct rather than conscious 
choice. 

Somehow either during or after the third (or fourth) 
time their muzzles locked around each other she ended up 
above him, the fox stretched out on his back with his tail 
fluffing out from between his legs. His expression was the same 
closed-eyes, slightly awestruck one he had had during the first 
“backrub.” 

Erica licked her lips, wrapping his brush around one of 
her legs and playing with it. It took the brief pause for her to 
realize she was breathing as heavily— if not more so— than he 
was. As for Carroll, his arousal couldn’t have been hidden if he 
had been tied in a gunny sack and locked in a closet. She stared, 
slightly shocked, then grinned, feeling predatory. Im not 
honestly sure what I'm doing, but I must be doing it right. As she 
straddled the fox, she appended: or with the right person. 

She bent over him, her elbows resting on either side of his 
head, trapping his muzzle between her breasts. He seemed to 
lick them with his whole body. As she rocked back down on 
her haunches, she tried to take him in with all of hers. 

The next length of time passed with the world reduced 
to heat and touch and smell, all at Erica’s command. Carroll 
was thick in her nostrils, his brush wrapped across her back 
replacing the air. He burned with a fire she could increase by 
touching here or biting here or rocking harder, and the flame 
was setting her ablaze. 

When he gasped and spasmed, clutching her to him with 
all his strength, the fire filled all three of her senses, and they fled 
her control. But that was all right. Everything came together 
and became a sun inside her, so bright and powerful she could 
never hope to hold it. When she let go it burst apart, taking all 
her air away in a short, explosive scream of pure joy. 

As she lay waiting for breath and senses to return, part of 
her was dancing. Sex had never been a magical experience 
before. To think of what she had just had as merely a climax 
was, somehow, to do it a disservice: accurate, but entirely 
missing the point. 

Shortly Erica became aware of the carpet under her right 
side. Carpet? She raised her head. 

Carroll lay a foot away on his back. The futon they had 
started on lay almost four feet past him. 

She rubbed his stomach gently until he opened his eyes 
and looked at her, expressionless but for a ghost of a smile on 
his muzzle. Erica wasn’t able to keep a trace of her old, hated 
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nervousness out of her voice. “Did you like 102” 

“You're absolutely terrifying,” he managed after a mo- 
ment. 

“Is that positive?” 

. He searched her face, as if to see if she was being serious. 
“Yes, quite.” Then he sat up, stroking her leg gently. “God, 
you're beautiful.” 

She still didn't believe that, but for once, she didn't 
argue. 

When he started to nuzzle her again, starting at one 
nipple and nipping gently downward, she didn't argue, either. 
The magic was even stronger the second time around. 

The sun was beginning to rise when they fell asleep. As 
Erica nestled her head against the fox’s chest (he was, she noted 
with a wondering satisfaction, still hyperventilating), she de- 


cided that vixens didn’t get all the good dreams-come-true after 
all. 
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Da'neal moaned and Sairin’s hand reached out to com- 
fort him. They still slept in the cool predawn with damp sheets 
tangled around their healthy male bodies. 

Soft, raw silk sheet trailed around Da’neal’s knee and up 
over one hip. He lay on his stomach with one delicate hand 
hanging off the edge of the bed. Auburn curls fanned over his 
shoulders and around his face with one laying over a full, rose 
lip. Long red-gold lashes fluttered a little as he moaned again. 

Sairin moved closer, hooking his longer more muscular 
leg with Da’neal’s and inched forward to kiss his lover’s cute 
little nose. “Da’, are you okay?” 

Da'neal groaned, tried to push the hair out of his mouth 
with his tongue, brought a hand up and brushed it out with 
agile, lock-picking fingers, then groggily, “I'm okay.” 

“You're hot.” Some of Sairin’s blue-black, silvery blonde 
striped hair closed the space between them with long braid- 
kinked bridges. “I think you’ve got a fever.” 

“Yeah.” Da’neal nibbled his lip and laid his hand on 
Sairin’s cheek, fingers up past Sairin’s temple. His thumb 
brushing across salt and pepper lashes. Sairin blinked. His eyes 
were the color of not quite cloudy sky. His face was long and 
thin with a light tan. Sairin’s face would move slowly in and 
out of expression, while Da’neal bounded octaves up and back 
again. “But m notsick. Today is wing day for me, Sairin. The 
- transformation makes me sweat.” 

“Oh.” Tension vibrated between them. Da’neal’s hot, 
sparkling blue eyes could see the anxiety in Sairin. 

“You could go out on the lake today.” Da'neal's hand 
traced down Sairin’s neck then drew away to rest on his own 
stomach, the muscles tight under his white skin. “Dll be back 
to normal tomorrow.” 

Sairin closed his eyes and kissed Da’neal’s lips, coming 
closer, kissing across his cheek up to a pointy Elf ear. Da'neal 
drew a deep breath. Sairin’s cool tongue sent shivers over 
Da’neal’s back as it flicked along the edge of his newly regrown 
ear points. “Do you like that Da”? If you'll let me, I'd like to 
stay with you today. Touch your wings when they’re out.” 
Da’neal turned exposing the back of his neck. Sairin brushed 
hair off the other pointy ear and whispered between kisses. “TI 
kiss your Elfish wings if you'll let this cruel, wingless, Human 
stay by your side.” Sairin nibbled the muscle connecting 
shoulder to neck and enjoyed Da’neal’s soft, vibrating groans. 

Da'neal's back was perfect and smooth, except the 
shoulder blades. Sairin laid his cheek against a hot swelling 
shoulder. “Can I stay and make love to you before your wings 
come out?” 

“You are my Bonded One.” Da’neal reached over his 
shoulder to Sairin, who kissed and nibbled his fingers. “You 
can stay if that’s what you want.” 

Sairin wrapped himself around his smaller Elf lover, one 
knee against the back of Da’neal’s knees and the other leg 
slowly opening Da'neal's legs. “I want to be with you. 
Whatever changes your body makes will be beautiful to me.” 

“You can stay and watch or explore all that I am, all that 
I become. You can kiss my wings, my breasts,” Da'neal paused 
and stilled Sairin’s kisses with his fingers. “I will make a present 
to you of my female virginity.” 
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They were still, holding each other. Sairin propped 
himself up on an elbow. “Da”, I love you. But what are you 
talking about?” 

D2'neal turned his head into his arm, letting the pillow 
hide his face. Sairin petted his curls, combing them together, 
wrapping them around a finger. “Da”, baby, آ‎ entered you the 
first time we made love.” Sairin kissed the back of Da'neal's 
neck. “You squirmed back against me and purred, but you 
weren't a virgin. You're a beautiful man, wonderful ally, and 
the most cherished intimate I've ever known. Baby; I want 
anything you want to give me. I just don't understand.” 

Da'neal turned his face toward the wall. 1] change, 
Sairin. I’m Elf. I become a Fairy once a month. My Bonded 
One is with me; the changes are more thorough. Your holding 
me is making the changes easier, faster, almost painless.” 

Sairin kissed Da’neal’s ear. “You aren't in pain are you? 
Do your shoulders hurt?” 

“A little. Don't reject me, Sairin." Da'neal's voice was 
lukewarm with shame trying to turn to indifference. He sat up, 
away from Sairin’s arms, and stared at the floor. 

“That you're Elf doesn’t matter to me anymore. I love 
you even if you have wings a few hours out of the month. I’m 
not afraid of you.” Sairin sat up and tightened Da’neal in his 
arms. “Forgive my ignorance, let me learn your changes by 
being with you. We're in an Elf city now. I’m the alien and 
you're the normal one now. Here you're a prince and I’m your 


consort. You're beautiful Da'neal. I'm sorry I didn't under- 
stand before." 
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Da'neal rolled his shoulders and Sairin started to rub 
them gently because they were swelling and taking on a bluish 
tint. 

“You don't find women attractive do you? Have you 
ever made love to a woman, Sairin?” 

“You know I haven't.” 

Insight made a silence as Da'neal sat up and turned 
around. He'd always had pink nipples, but now they were on 
breasts large as half of a grapefruit, more oval and jiggly. 

Sairin stared, his mouth slowly falling open. “That's a 
woman's chest.” 

“] am going Fairy.” Da'neal cupped his breasts, ran his 
thumbs across the nipples which grew hard. “There are no 
male Fairies and no female Elves. Do you still want to stay? Do 
you still think I’m okay, Human?” 

“Can I touch them?” Sairin ran a finger around the 
underside of Da'neal's breast. Da'neal laid his hand on Sairin's 
and together they painted the breast with wonder. “They don't 
hurt?” 

Da'neal's voice was light and breathless. “Sairin, do you 
like them? I’ve never let anyone look at them or touch them 
before. Do you want to kiss them?” 

Sairin pulled Da'neal back into the middle of the bed, 
stray blanket bunching up between their knees. “Da”, they're 
wonderful. All tender and...,” Sairin cupped the breasts in his 
hands. It felt like Da'neal floated, connected only through 
these fruits made of his flesh and his lover's hands, “firm like 
two soft, huge penises.” Sairin held one nipple and sucked the 
pink top of the other into his mouth, sucking hard while his 
tongue pressed, released, pressed against the underside. 

“Ohhhhhhhh! Love!” Pleasure pulled Da'neal's con- 
centration like lines of magnetism shocking up his neck and 
down over his abdomen, fading down his thighs, and con- 
centrating where his penis should have been, but the sensation 
was deeper in his body, larger like a churning sun. He 
screamed. Sudden white mindlessness obliterated everything 
else. He felt Sairin’s arms around his waist. He felt himself 
falling back, but hung in mid-air as his wings burst from under 
his skin, tearing their way out in sensation that wasn’t pain, but 
was more than pleasure. 

The hum of their beating drew him back to his senses. 
He hovered near the vaulted ceiling. Sairin stared up from the 
bed with worship softening his face until he looked like a love 
struck boy. 

Da'neal slowed his wing beats and made them stronger, 
pressing against the air just enough. He lowered himself to the 
bed, tucking his nearly useless legs under himself. Sairin 
moved closer, his hands trembling as he took Da’neal’s hands. 

“Oh, Da’neal Bluestar, can I touch you? Willit put you 
back on the ceiling?” 

Da’neal laughed bubbly and light, a woman’s laugh. 
“Touch me anywhere, any way you like. I’ve never come like 


that before.” 
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Holding Da'neal's face Sairin kissed him, blurring 
Da'neal's words with kisses. “Sairin, kiss my wings. Kiss my 
back. Take my gift to you. Ohhhh! You've never felt a vagina. 
In this you're a virgin too. Ohhhh!” Sairin's hands were on his 
back, on the muscles that controlled his wings. “Oh, Sairin!” 

Sairin turned him around, positioned him on his knees. 
Da'neal's legs spread apart as Sairin stroked his inner thighs. 

“Kiss my wings! Please, Sairin, please!” 

Sairin looped his arms under Da’neal’s, laying his fore- 
arms across the breasts, and pulled Da'neal up, so when the 
wings closed they had his head between them. Da'neal held 
them shut. Sairin played with his nipples and breathed 
through the living organza of Da'neal's wings. 

The wings were smooth flesh, but ripply life. At once 
transparent and solid, gold clouds breathed out to the tips and 
back to Da'neal's shoulders with his breath. Veins were mixed 
lace, some violet, some dark blue, over both long, ellipseshaped 
wings. 

They smelled fresh and fleshly. They smelled like 
Da'neal and then Sairin’s tongue flicked out. The wing flesh 
gave like firm jell, conforming and dancing with his tongue, his 
lips, and his breath. 

“Sairin, I love you!” 

Sairin's mouth slid down one wing to Da'neal's back. 
He let Da'neal fall onto his hands, moving his knees between 
Da'neal's. He rubbed Da’neal’s hips and took a deep breath. 
The wings beat softly with Da'neal's sighing breath, beautiful 
blue wings and Da’neal’s fiery auburn hair falling around a 
satisfied ivory face that was his lover, but more feminine too. 

Sairin squeezed Da'neal's butt. The wings beat faster 
and Da'neal's head jerked down between his arms as Sairin's 
fingers wiggled through the valley and one finger entered the 
cave. Sairin smiled and Da'neal tightened up, pushing against 
him. The wings almost hummed, standing straight up in the 
air. 

Da'neal cried, “Sairin, I itch to have you push into me. 
I need you to make us one.” 

“Hold still.” Sairin reached through Da'neal's legs to 
grab his penis, but there was only air. 7” 

Da'neal jumped up and shoved Sairin over on his back. 
Bright red blush burned up his cheeks making his blue eyes 
bight. His wings lifted him and he straddled Sairin, who lay 
there, white with shock. Da'neal laughed happily as he played 
with Sairin's regrowing penis. “Haven't you ever even seen 
woman before? Sweet, innocent Sairin, nothing but paint, 
government, and men?” 

“Does that happen every time?” 

“I'll be back by tonight. Pll fill you up next time we 
make love.” Da'neal dropped to his elbows and kissed Sairin. 
“Be my lover today. Take me as a woman before I’m a man 
again.” 

Sairin kissed the palm of Da’neal’s hand. “I don’t want 
to hurt you or make you bleed. I love you.” 

rolled onto his back, the wings spread out to‏ لہ ور[ 
either side. “Then don't.” He smiled. “You haven't hurt me‏ 
yet. And Lover, I was a virgin the first time you entered me. I‏ 
just wanted you so much that it didn't matter.”‏ 
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“You did? You were?” Sairin moved down between 
Da neal's open legs. The auburn hair was as thick on Da’neal’s 
pubis as on his pretty head. He ০০০৪৫ as Sairin fingered the hair 
outof the way to look at the soft folds of pink skin. There was 
one firm bead set at the top and Da'neal jumped when Sairin 
touched it. Sairin grinned. “I think I’ve found your penis. It’s 
still here. It’s just very tiny like your wings are when youre Elf, 
see?” Sairin rubbed the bead. 

Da neal gasped. “Okay! Ahhhh! Softer! Ohhhhhhhh!" 

Sairin pulled the little folds of skin open and played with 
the stretch in them while Da'neal recovered his breath. There 
was a second entrance to Da'neal. It glistened, wet with a 
resilient, clear fluid. Sairin rubbed his fingers in the slippery 
and his pointer finger slid down the flesh into Da'neal. “Ohh!” 
And this time they both said it together. 

“Please, Sairin Prince of Rainbow, fill that entrance. 
Touch where I’ve never let anyone touch before!” 

Sairin fumbled, his penis sliding over the tight entrance. 
He tried again. Da'neal gasped at the stretching and pulled 
Sairin to him with a sigh. Holding each other, Da'neal rolled 
them over and let his wings lift him up a quarter beat then push 
him down again. The filling, completing, tingling held his 
whole mind and he beat faster, up and down. The wings 
hummed with effort at precision. 
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Sairin groaned and gripped the bedding. “Ohhhh.” 
Da neal pushed down with his wings and for timeless seconds 
they felt. Then Da'neal rolled off and drew Sairin's limp hand 
between his legs. Sairin pressed the palm of his hand to that 
bead and Da'neal sighed into relaxed satisfaction. 

“I love you, Da'neal Bluestar Lost Prince of the Elfish 
House Azure.” Sairin lifted Da'neal's head onto his chest and 
petted his hair, wetting red curls with proof of their love. 

“] love you too, Sairin High Prince of Rainbow City, 
Heir to the First Seat in Palace.” They lay there feeling warm 
and safe, and sleepy. 

“Da” are you sleeping?” Sairin rubbed Da'neal's stomach 
slowly. | 

“No.” 

“Are you hurt? Your stomach is getting hot.” 

“Could be an egg.” Da'neal sleepily snuggled closerinto 
Sairin's arms. “Should have a few more minutes to sleep.” 

“Egg?” Sairin slipped his arm from under a groggy 
Da neal, who rolled onto his back, his eyes struggling to open. 

“Oh! Lord and Lady! You can not be pregnant.” Sairin 
poked gently at the lump swelling under Da'neal's belly but- 
ton. “You can not give birth to an egg.” 

Da’neal’s eyes followed Sairin away from the bed. He 
groaned like he was about to puke. “Sorry.” 
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Sairin backed off the bed, watching Da'neal's stomach 
grow like a lump grows on a thumped head. “You can't birth 
a High Elf. Pm Human.” 

Da'neal watched his fingers caress his stomach. The 
belly button crowned the swelling. “I never thought Pd do this. 
Isn't it wonderful? This is purely us.” 

Sairin stared, his mouth tight and white behind a shak- 
ing hand. “You're giving birth,” disgust leaked out and made 
his words a curse, “to a Common Elf. Don't do this.” His 
hands fluttered in front of him in nervous uselessness. “Absorb 
it back into yourself or something!” 

Da'neal's hands fell to the bed. He blinked and huge 
tears rolled out his eyes. “You said you loved me. You said 
however I changed would be beautiful!” 

“I didn't know!” Sairin grabbed his clothes. “I didn’t 
know you’d birth an egg. Or aCommon EIf.” He stopped at 
the door, wearing his pants, clutching his shirt and boots. “I’m 
sorry Da'neal.” 

“No! Sairin, don’t leave me!” Da’neal rolled off the bed 
and hit the floor on his frail Fairy knees. His wings beat, lifting 
him off the floor, but then a spasm tasted his stomach. He 
dropped, holding the ostrich egg size swelling. “Saairrinnn!” 

The door curtain fell between them. Love that Bonded 
them pulled at Sairin. Da’neal’s mewling cries stabbed at him. 
The prejudice and hate he’d learned all his life balanced his love 
and trust, so that he stood tormented in the foyer. An egg? A 
Common Elf? Oh Lord and Lady! If he took a Common Elf 
home to Rainbow it would have to be under guard constantly 
or someone would kill it. 

Oh Lord and Lady! How could... 

“Sairin!” The balance swung without a conscious de- 
cision. Sairin found himself back on the floor with Da'neal. 

Sairin’s arm went around Da’neal, under the sparkling 
blue wings. The Fairy legs weighed almost nothing. Da’neal’s 
stomach was a huge purple bump and his head fell to Sairin’s 
shoulder with a feminine sigh. | 

Da’neal shook weakly as Sairin lifted him onto their bed, 
kissing his hair. “I’m here. [wouldn't leave you. I do love you 
Da’. I love you more than anything.” 

“I hurt when you don’t hold me. I hate being Elf.” 

“I wish I weren't Human! Oh, Baby.” Sairin hugged 
Da’neal’s sweat soaked head. “What's happening with us?” 

“Ahhh!” Hot wet sprayed from Da'neal's belly, then his 
head fell off Sairin's shoulder, hanging back with open eyes. 

“Da’?” Quick shallow breaths raised Da'neal's chest. 
His mouth hung open and his eyes didn't blink. 

A clear jell extruded out an opening in Da’neal’s abdo- 
men the size of Sairin’s fist. Da’neal’s blood swirled across the 
shiny wet surface. 

Sairin jiggled Da’neal’s head up on to his shoulder again. 
“T don’t know what to do, Da’. Wake up, Baby.” 

“Ow,” hissed Da’neal, coming barely awake. “Pll never 
get anyone pregnant again. Never.” 

“Don’t die on me, Da’neal Bluestar!” 

Da’neal groaned and got an arm under himself. “It 
doesn’t hurt when you're here with me.” Da'neal dropped his 
head to Sairin’s shoulder, sleepy eyes closing with a soft sigh. 
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“Da'neal! Your guts are falling out! I don't even know 
how to call for help!” 

“]٢[[ be alright when I transform back. Just hold me. I 
don't hurt when you hold me.” 

Da'neal's whole body went tense. His wings pressed 
against the bed. His eyes clenched shut, asoundless cry coming 
from his mouth. 

Sairin reached his arms around his lover following an 
instinct to rock and sooth because he didn't know what to do. 

After a sound like the pop of a cork, a slippery glob 
slipped down his arm, to settle in the palm of his hand. He 
lifted the thing, the egg up to the morning sun. 

Birth fluid dripped from his fingers onto Da'neal's 
stretched stomach. Curled inside the glob, filling it, floated the 
tiniest person Sairin had ever seen. It’s eyes were awake and as 
blue as Da'neal's. It had no hair, but made up for it with 
vestigial blue-gold wings. One hand reached out to Sairin's 
hand, the palm disappeared against his thumb. 

“Sairin.” 

“Uh? Do you see her? She looks like both of us.” Sairin’s 
voice was calm, full of wonder. 

“We've got to wrap her. Help me.” 

“What are we going to wrap her in?” Sairin fingered a 
sheet doubtfully. | 

“My wings. They harden into a shell.” Da'neal flopped 
onto his stomach. “They should give easy.” 

The egg felt cold and heavy on his hand. With his other 
hand he touched the gossamer, living wings on Da'neal's back. 
They fluttered softly, the gold clouds breathing up and back 
with Da'neal's breath. The Bonding between them told Sairin 
what to do. The Human in him was horrified. “I can’t pull 
your wings off, Da’neal. I can’t!” 

“Sairin.” Da’neal lifted his head, shaking sweat soaked 
hair out of his face. “This is not Rainbow. This is House Azure 
and I’m not Human. I was wrapped in my parent's wings. I 
can’t do it myself. If you don’t fulfill the part of Bonded One, 
our baby will die.” | 

Da’neal lowered his head. “It can’t be that bad. Just do 
it, Sairin.” 

“Oh Great Lady and Lord!” Sairin set the egg down by 
Da’neal’s hand and petted one of the wings. “I don’t want to 
hurt you.” 

“Do it.” 

Da’neal cried when Sairin took the first wing, but laid 
silent as the second tore away. The blue wings dried to a deep 
purple shell around the egg. Sairin set it on his pillow and sat 
without knowing what to do. He loved Da'neal but he 
couldn’t wait until they were home in Rainbow. At least 
D2'neal could pass for Human. 

Da’neal’s legs started to shiver. He drew his arms under 
himself and groaned. Sairin lay down and wrapped himself 
around his lover. Slowly the reverse transformation brought 
Da’neal around to his masculinity. Sairin felt completely okay 
lying there in the sun, holding a completely male Da’neal, and 
dreaming about home. His father always wanted children. 
Still, next time he was going to use a condom. 
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For Love oj a Fairy 


Red and Gold 
His head leans back 
And joyful passion's told 


“Black and white 
Sairin's touch is cooler 
and just as bright 


fire and silk 
love without consumption 
mending, like a mother’s milk 


“Wings and secrets 
Da neal isn't human 
Sairin s got regrets 


Man and Elf 
Forbidden love 
Justice slays the self 
Wings and night 
<Da'neal has run 
Fairies are Elves taken flight 


Fire in snow 


Sairin stands alone 


the deepest loss that one can know 


Sairin and Da’ neal 
Da neal's in falling snow 
Sairin's trying not to feel 
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“Wishing and wasting 
understanding’ born 
Sairin's love is lasting 


Frost and blue 
Da'neal's wings are growing still 
Jt doesn't matter if his love is true. 


Cunning and greed 
wicked hands will take his wings 
their wealthy appetites to feed 


Fairy and wing 
Da neal struggles 
held with bonds that sting 


Sairin and sword 
the battle’s joined 
to return love's accord 


“Blood and silver 


gore covers one who d never fought before 
pink snow shivers 


Tears and devotion 
"Now the sword s lost 
what was custom to such emotion 


Fingers and fire 
Sairin's hand in Da'neals hair 
some loves are never meant to fire. 
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As the door swung shut behind me, I patted at my pants 
pocket to make sure I had my keys. I realized they weren’t there 
just as the door clicked shut. 

“Idiot,” I grumbled to myself. I wasn't too concerned; 
I'd done this several times before, and the apartment manager 
always just gave me the master key so 1 could let myself back in. 

I went down to the mail boxes and extracted the thick 
wad of bills, magazines, and product literature which clogged 
my box. Another normal day’s mail. I got caught up in flipping 
through the stack, and forgot all about forgetting my keys. | 
went back up the stairs to my door before remembering. 

I dropped my mail on the floor and went back downstairs. 
There was a note on the manager’s door saying he’d be back in 
about half an hour. Didn’t say half an hour from when, 
though. 

Well, I wasn’t going to just stand around. Pd left the 
patio door open... and it was only three floors up. Pd climbed 
tougher mountains. Why wait for the manager? 

I went outside, and around to the back of the building. 
Surveying the stack of patios as though it was a cliff, I selected 
a route and began my ascent. 

I would have made it, too, ifit hadn’t been for a weak bit 
of trim on the second floor. It began to make alarming cracking 
sounds, and I grabbed for the adjacent patio railing just as it 
gave way. I swung for a moment before letting go, falling to the 
ground below. 

I rolled as I hit, and came to rest in a sitting position, 
looking up at the building. My downstairs neighbor was 
leaning against the railing from which I'd just fallen. He was 
looking at me with a mixture of curiosity, concern, and 
amusement on his face. 

“Ah, hi,” I essayed, waving at the broken trim strip. “Just 
checking for termites.” 

“See any?” 

“Nope. You can have this back now.” I tossed the trim 
up to him. 

Helaughed. “Too bad. I like termites,” he laughed, after 
studying the broken section. 

I laughed politely. He had a strange sense of humor. 

I admit, Fd been looking for a chance to meet him, but 
I would have preferred a more dignified introduction. He was 
a second-generation recom, undoubtedly a son of one of the 
brave military pilots who'd saved civilization during the Last 
War. I’ve never understood why the recoms had fought so 
fiercely in defense of the same country that had created them 
as slaves. 

Whatever their reasons, they’d earned their freedom, 
and their children grew up proud and independent. 


“Sorry for the disturbance,” I said. “I locked myself out, 
and I didn’t want to wait for the manager to get back. I figured 
Pd get back in through my patio, up there on the third floor.” 

“Come on up, then, I'll let you in,” he chirruped. 
Without waiting for a response, he leaped up onto his railing, 
then spun around and jumped up and out, away from the 
building. His dark brown fur flashed golden in the sunlight, 
and he seemed to soar for amoment, defying gravity. Then he 
jackknifed, reaching forward to grab the railing on my patio, 
and vaulted over to land out of sight. 

I was impressed, no less so because he was a recom. 
Reading about them in a book was one thing, but seeing is 
believing. 

I got to my feet quickly, and ran up the stairs. My door 
was already open. I picked up my mail, and went inside. He 
was looking at the bookshelves in the living room. 


I stuck out my hand and introduced myself. “Thanks. © 


My name is Mac... Mac Gentry.” 

“Call me Tell,” he replied. His grip was warm and firm, 
and I held on maybe a little longer than I usually do. 

I closed the door, then went over to drop the mail on the 
small desk in the corner by the kitchen door. “Can I get you 
a drink?” I asked. 

“Got any beer?” 

“Sure do,” I said, moving into the kitchen. I came back 
out with two bottles. He was looking over my library again. I 
handed him his beer, and sat on the back of the couch. 

“Porto Alegre?” he asked, reading the label. 

“Yeah, it’s Brazilian. I got it a couple weeks ago when I 
was down there.” 

“Business trip? You’re an engineer, right?” 

“Uh-huh. Rio Supercomputers. I work for Rio N.A. in 
Long Beach.” 

“I could tell from your books here. What do you work 
on?” 

“Component engineering, manufacturability, compat- 
ibility, that sort of thing. Mostly on the F/X series.” 

He looked kind of thoughtful, then ran a long fingernail 
along the line of books dealing with optical computers and 
communications. “Have you worked with that Devtech fiber 
optic network?” 

My pained expression was all the answer he needed. As 
he laughed, I shook my head sorrowfully. “Please don’t remind 
me. That's all Dve worked on for two years, trying to fix 
Devnet. Devtech has no idea what they're doing, and it seems 
like I spend half my time telling my management that we’re 
wasting our time helping them. Every time givea presentation 
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to the networking group in Japan or the corporate people in 
Brazil, they tell me to just keep trying.” I sighed. “At least it 
pays well.” 

“I hope you like to travel.” 

“Sure, but with all the money they've spent on semi- 
ballistic tickets on the LA-Rio and LA-Tokyo runs, they could 
have bought me one of the darn jets by now.” 

He'd been nodding. “You're right about Devtech. The 
guys working on that really don't have a clue. We've been 
hearing about all the problems.” 

I raised an eyebrow. “What's this ‘we’ stuff?” 

“I’m a systems engineer at Devtech,” he said, with a 
smile. 

I grimaced again. “Uh, sorry, no offense.” 

“Hey, no fur off my nose. I work with NCT ‘frames. 
Devnet handles those okay. It’s just those F/X monsters which 
are too fast for it. 1 worked with Rio Series F machines in 
school, they’re good units.” 

“Too good for Devnet, that’s for sure,” I said. “I just 
wish 1 could get Devtech to face facts. Rio isn't going to 
develop any new hardware. All we have now is XNA, which 
isn't very efficient, but it works okay. Devnet would be a big 
improvement, if Devtech would develop a new interface, but 
they don't want to admit they can't handle the speed with the 
stuff they use everywhere else.” 

“That's the problem, all right.” He turned back to the 
shelves again, studying titles. It gave me a chance to look at 
him. I couldn't figure the genetic mix, but with the second 
generation, you usually couldn't. They were all different. 
Some looked more like felines, or canines, or whatever, but 
most of them were pretty generic. Tell was more musteline 
than anything else, I guessed. His fur was a lighter brown in 
front, and shorter than I'd thought. It looked like it would be 
very smooth and soft. 

His face was broad, and his eyes were bright. He rarely 
looked in any one direction for very long, taking quick sidelong 
glances at me and around the room. 

He was about my height, but his legs were longer 7 
mine. His tail dropped almost all the way to the floor, and 
swept back and forth hypnotically. He wasn't wearing much, 
justa pair of black jogging shorts like some 1 had, except his had 
a cutout in the back for his tail, closed at the top with a Velcro 
clasp. He filled them well; I could see muscles flexing through 
the sheer fabric as he moved. 

All in all, he was very attractive. I was afraid that my 
feelings would start to show if I just sat there looking, so I 
picked a new subject. 

“Tell is an unusual name. What's it from?” 

He looked at me, flashing another quick smile. “Well, 
my parents chose ‘Teller’ as our family name, after the war. It’s 
from Edward Teller, the physicist, and that's my full name. 
They say I was conceived at Teller GEO, one of the command 
and control stations for the UN's space-based interceptor 
platforms.” 

“What were your parents doing at the time?” 

“Do you really need to ask?” He was grinning, but 1 
didn't know what he meant. Then 1 understood. 


16 Fenk 


“Professionally!” I added, blushing. 

“They were UNSF military pilots. Still are.” 

That made them the best of the best; of the three 
thousand recoms in the old US Navy and Air Force, only about 
two hundred were asked to stay on with the United Nations 
peacekeeping forces. 

“Neat. What do they fly?” 

“Nothing. They're in Bismarck LEO, working as 
teleoperators on Enforcer RPV’s. Mom's the pilot, Dad's the 
weapons officer. It’s not as romantic as flying in the ship itself, 
but there aren’t any windows in the new ones anyway.” 

“And you can’t get shot down. Right.” 

He drank the last of his beer, and handed the bottle back 
to me. “Thanks for the beer, Mac. I have to get back to my 
place, I'm expecting a call.” 

“Okay. Thanks again for the help.” 

“No problem. Andifyou see any termites, let me know.” 

“Right,” I laughed. 

I held the door for him, and waved as he went down the 
stairs. Closing the door again, I went over and sat down on the 
couch. I took a drink from my beer. It was still full. I thought 
about him for a while. I hadn’t been that interested in another 
male in a long time. I really wasn’t sure whether to feel honored 
that he'd been friendly with me, or just plain surprised. Of 
course, recoms had to have social lives like everyone else; no 
reason we couldn't be friends. Or something more. 

I thought about him, off and on, for the rest of the day. 

About 9 P.M., I heard a knock on the door. It was Tell. 
He was carrying a Devtech documentation binder. 

“Hi. I had a couple ideas about that problem with 
Devnet and the F/X machines. Do you have a minute?” 

“Sure, come in,” I said, maybe alittle too enthusiastically. 
He walked over to the dinner table, looking for a place to set 
the book down. 

“Oh, sorry, are you still eating dinner?” 

“No, I just finished.” Actually, Pd finished an hour 
earlier, but I just hadn’t cleaned up yet. “Let's go into the office. 
There’s more room in there anyway.” 

I led him into the spare bedroom, where I had my 
computer stuff. The center of the room was dominated by a 
massive adjustable drafting table which was older than both of 
us combined. It was built like a precision machine tool, and 
worked as well as when it was new. I didn’t use it for drafting, 
of course. I had it set low and flat; it made a great table. - 

He set the book down on one side, and sat in the spare 
executive chair, curling his tail over his lap. I took the other 
chair, and he started. 

“Okay. The major problem with the F/X is that the 
Devnet board doesn’t acknowledge transfers fast enough, 
right? The interface chips are too slow. But they’re too highly 
integrated with the network architecture to replace, and Devtech 
won't redesign them.” 

“So far so bad.” 

“Or, Rio could slow down the I/O channel, but it’s so 
closely coupled with the CPU that overall performance would 
suffer. I bet you’ve tried that.” 
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I nodded. “That's the price we pay for wafer scale 
integration, آ‎ guess.” 

“But all of this assumes that the network has to Operate 
synchronously. What if we decouple the network interface 
from the I/O channel?” 

“Elementary, my dear Watson. Add a first-in first-out 
buffer to the network interface, some more code in the kernel 
to support the sliding window, and it'll work great. First thing 
I thought about. But Rio doesn’t care enough to assign the 
design engineers, and Devtech thinks they can get it to work by 
tweaking the timing.” 

“So they won't do it. So what?” He leaned towards me. 
“We could.” He continued before I could respond. “Look, the 
problem here is that we need a software fix on the Rio side, and 
more hardware on the Devtech side. Pm a programmer, you're 
an engineer.” 

“I’m nota design engineer! We're notin any position to 
redesign all those custom ASICs on the Devnet boards.” 

“It’s not that much work if we start from Devtech's 
design files. You know what needs to be added, don't you?” 

“Well, yes, but...” 

“And I’m not an F/X expert, but I know what code it] 
take.” 

True, there were no real technical obstacles. It was 
mostly an image thing, two companies that couldn’t agree they 
had a problem. 1'4 just never thought about fixing it myself. 

I did see a few complications, though. “We'd have to do 
the intermediate logic in gallium arsenide, you know, and 
there's none of that on the existing wafer. We'd need the speed. 
That’s tricky stuff to work with.” 

“That's what service bureaus are for. Let them sweat the 
details, we can give them the basic design. Integrating the new 
code into the network kernel will be the real tricky part, but I 
can handle it.” 

“Hey, Pm not going to pay some service bureau to do my 
design work for me,” I exclaimed in mock indignation. “Pll do 
it, and save the fee.” 

“So it’s a deal, then?” He looked at me expectantly. 

My grin faded as I began to take it seriously. “Umm... 
hold on. We still have some problems here. Money. License 
fees for kernel sources and Devnet specs. Devtech might not 
even want us doing this.” 

He shook his head. “I’m sure we can raise the money. 
The rest is just politics. Devtech will go along as long as they 
don't have to admit they ever had a problem.” 

“I suppose so. We'd better have a solid plan before we 
hand in our notices, though.” 

“Oh, [ agree.” Slyly, he asked, “Say, you wouldn't 
happen to have those F/X kernel sources around here, would 
you?” He looked significantly over my shoulder at the work- 
station screen hanging on the wall behind the desk. 

I drummed my fingers on the binder he’d broughtalong. 
“I don’t know... but maybe you’d know where I could find a 
copy of the specs on the F/X series Devnet boards, huh?” 

We laughed together, and got to work. It really did look 
easy, and I think it was the feeling that we could get the whole 
problem solved right then and there which kept us going for 
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over six hours. Fortunately, it was Saturday, and we didn’t have 
to go to work the next morning. 

I actually didn’t think about him too much as we 
worked. There were moments when he'd lean over my 
shoulder to point out something in the documentation, or 
when I'd sit next to him to explain something on the screen, 
when I was acutely aware of his presence, his subtly different 
scent. Mostly, though, I just concentrated on the job. 

Some time after 3 A.M., I heard him push back his chair. 
Iwas running out of ideas and energy, and it seemed like a good 
time to stop. 

“That's enough for tonight,” I said to him. 

“Yeah. So what do you think? Looks good to me.” 

“Looks good to me, too.” I rubbed my right shoulder; 
my arm was stiff from making notes. He reached over from 
where he was sitting, and pushed my hand away. He took over, 
smoothing the tension away. 

“Not used to writing so much, huh? I guess I monopolized 
the keyboard.” 

I rolled my head around. “Oh, that's nice. No, that’s 
okay, I’ve been meaning to get a second workstation in here 
anyway.” 

He came and stood behind me, massaging my neck 
expertly. It felt great. As his hands movéd down my back, I 
leaned forward, resting my forehead on folded arms. 

After a while, he stopped. I was beginning to drift, and 
didn't respond right away. He probably thought I'd gone to 
sleep. 

“Come on, sleepy, time to go to bed," he said, gently 
shaking my shoulder. I lifted my head, blinking, then stood up. 
He was standing next to me. Ithad cooled offin the room, and 
I could feel the heat of his body. I thought for a moment about 
how nice itwould be to be his lover, to be going to bed with him 
instead of having to say good night. My chest tightened a little. 

I forced a yawn. “Thanks. Come by tomorrow, we'll 
work up a presentation.” 

He yawned right back. “Well, Pm pretty tired. Mind if 
I sleep here?” 

Of course I didn’t mind, but I didn’t want to appear too 
eager to get him to stay. “Um, okay... let me get you some 
sheets for the sofabed.” 

“Td rather sleep with you.” 

[ stood there for a moment, thinking about it, trying to 
double-check what Pd heard—it almost seemed easier to 
believe that Pd said it myself. I was very conscious of everything 
around me. He was standing close enough that I could smell 
him, and I assume he could smell me. Was that it? Could he 
tell how I felt? I didn’t know, but it didn’t matter. 

I looked at him, and in his eyes, I saw what I was looking 
for. Happily, I reached out and took him into my arms. 
“Okay,” I said, huskily. I hugged him tightly, and he squeezed 
back. 

He seemed to be shivering, but his fur was warm and dry, 
and as soft as it looked. I stroked his back gently. 

“Hey, what’s the matter?” 

“Nothing, really. I’m just so glad you said yes...” 
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“Pm glad you asked, Tell.” I continued to stroke him, 
and he calmed down. 

“Come on,” I said. We walked into the bedroom, 
pausing for a moment to turn out the lights and lock the door. 
He sat down on the bed, and leaned back, pulling me down on 
top of him. 

I rested on top of him for a while, then we turned over 
so he was on top. We were kissing, nuzzling each others’ 
throats, sticking our tongues in each others’ ears, all that kind 
of stuff. The short fur on his head felt like a crewcut, down to 
where it started to thicken around his lower neck; it could be 
smooth or bristly depending on how I touched it. I think long 
hair is nice, but this was nice too. 

I moved my hand to his side, where our bodies met, and 
rolled us onto our sides. As our bodies moved apart a little, I 
moved my hand between us, and began ruffling the fur on his 
stomach. The muscles beneath were well-defined, and hard 
when I pressed against them. Slowly, I moved my hand 
downwards, until my knuckles were brushing back and forth 
across the bulge in his jogging shorts. I admit, آ‎ was curious. 
I'd never seen a nude recom of either sex. 

He was quivering again, but he relaxed when I touched 
him there. 

“Mmm...” he sighed. “T thought you were tired?” 

“Pm never that tired,” I said, as I released the tab over his 
tail, and slipped his shorts down off his hips. His penis was 
sheathed, covered in soft fur, like his scrotum. Once freed, his 
erection grew quickly. He wasn’t very large, which struck me 
as unfair; presumably the designers could have given recoms 
just about any size penis, but I guess they had other things to 
consider. Large genitals would just get in the way of a G-suit. 

I grasped him, fingers sliding on his moist shaft, and he 
began to moan, moving his hips back and forth. His eyes were 
closed, his mouth was open, and the tip of his tail was flicking 
rapidly back and forth. He was breathing rapidly, and it looked 
like he was already ready to come. 

“Tell. ..2” 

“Oh, yes,” he said, urgently. 

I rolled him over on his back, and leaned over, taking 
him into my mouth. Within a few moments, he gasped, and 
my mouth was filled with his semen. He pressed gently on the 
back of my head, and I moved my hand to his balls, squeezing 
lightly. His cock went deeper into my mouth, and he cried out. 
His body shook for a few seconds, and then he subsided. 

I rested my head on his stomach as his penis retracted. I 
stroked his sheath, smoothing the ruffled fur, kissed it gently. 
Then straightened up, lying alongside him, resting a hand on 
his chest, my head on his shoulder. We snuggled close, looking 
deep into each other’s eyes. 

“Thank you. I’ve never done this before,” he said softly. 
“With anyone,” he added, even more quietly. His bright 
brown eyes were downcast. 

I was taken aback. He’d been so, well, forward... but I 
was proud to be his first lover, and I couldn’t hide that from 
either of us. I put a finger under his chin and lifted it a little, 


so we could look into each others’ eyes. “Tell, I wouldn’t have 
asked for this. At least, not so soon.” I smiled. “But I’m glad 
I didn’t have to. I think things are going to work out fine.” 

“Tm sure they are,” he replied. “But there's something 
we need to get straight.” 

“Uh, what?” I asked, afraid of some misunderstanding. 

In response, he dropped his hand to my crotch, and 
pressed. “This,” he said, mouth open in a silent laugh. 

I gave a startled “yip!”—just in the spirit of things, you 
know—and grabbed him right back. We wrestled around on 
the bed for a few minutes, as I clumsily undressed. Soon our 
movements became more rhythmic, more deliberate. He was 
inexperienced, sure, but he wanted to please me, and he seemed 
to know what to do. 

He made me hard with his hands, and wet with his 
tongue. Then he rolled away from me, onto his stomach, and 
moved his tail to the side. He looked back over his shoulder. 
“Mount me,” he said clearly. ۱ 

“This is what you want?” I asked him, not wishing to take 
advantage of him. 

“This is what I’ve always wanted,” he replied. “Please, 
make love to me.” 

“Yes...” J answered, so full of love for him I could hardly 
speak. I moved over him, wet his anus with my saliva, and 
pressed the tip of my penis against him. “Relax,” I crooned, 
stroking the fur on his back, squeezing him around the base of 
his tail. 

He opened himself to me, and I slid inside slowly. His 
ass was tight and hot, and we both made little whimpering 
sounds as we began to move together. 

“You okay?” I asked. 

“Oh, yes, Mac,” he breathed. “Don’t hold back.” 

He was so strong. I could see the muscles rippling his fur, 
and feel them under my hands. He was clutching the bedspread 
as tightly as I clutched his hips. Although we strained against 
each other, there was an effortless quality to our coupling, a 
sense of perfect freedom and mutual joy. 

As I watched him, I thought about how lucky we were to 
have each other, and that familiar and pleasant pressure began 
to rise within my crotch. He matched the increasing tempo of 
my thrusts, lifting his head, making the most marvelous trilling 
sound. I wondered if it was deliberate. 

As my climax approached, I leaned forward, nuzzling the 
back of his neck, resting against him. My arms went around his 
chest, and I hugged him as I came. 

“Ohhh,” I cried, and I held the full length of my penis 
inside him. He pushed back against me until I was done, then 
together we toppled over onto our sides, my arms still wrapped 
around him. 

“I love you, Tell,” I said. 

“I love you too, Mac... oh!” My hand, moving slowly 
down his belly, had encountered the tip of his penis, again 
erect. 

“Gently, Tell... don’t rush it, make it last,” I whispered 
into his ear. I brushed the tips of my fingers down his shaft, hot 
and slick, and he quivered with every touch. 

“Mac... it’s all right... we—ah!—it’s the way we are...” 
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He grasped my hand and pressed it against his cock. I 
took hold of him and pumped gently for about a minute before 
he came. He curled up around his spurting organ, his semen 
splashing against my other hand where I held his chest. 

We lay there together for a while, relaxing, and soon I felt 
him fall asleep. I extracted myself gingerly, and made my way 
to the bathroom. Returning with a warm washcloth, I cleaned 
him carefully. He woke, but only far enough to roll onto his 
back and smile at me; his eyes didn’t even open. I returned the 
washcloth, and got back into bed. 

He stirredas I stretched out beside him, throwing an arm 
and a leg and about a yard of tail across me. I rolled slightly 
towards him, and pulled him against me, feeling the dampness 
on his chest. With a contented sigh, I sank quickly into a deep 
sleep. 

I woke as he was getting out of bed. “Hmm?” 

He leaned over me and gave me a quick kiss. “Go back 
to sleep, lover, it’s still early.” 

“Okay,” I said, feeling warm and happy and lazy, and I 
did. 

The next time I woke up, I could see sunlight on the 
windowshade. Tell was getting back into bed. He sat up, 
leaning back against the headboard, and I slid over and hugged 
him. 

“Good morning, Tell.” 

“Good morning, Mac.” 

“What'cha wanna do today?” I asked, tickling his balls 
with a fingertip. ۱ | 

“Oh, Mac...” he sighed. “You know.” 

It was somewhat later when we returned to the subject 
of our project. 

Even in the light of the new day, it looked good. We 
knew how to market the idea; it was just a matter of offering to 
assume responsibility for the development in exchange for 
access to the proprietary information we needed. .. access Tell 
and [ had already, of course. Rio and Devtech had nothing to 
lose, and everything to gain. 

The other aspect was financing. We figured we'd need 
about 35 kilocredits to validate the detailed design and produce 
the first run of prototypes. It turned out that Tell had almost 
20K in the bank. I had about five. Between us, we had enough 
bank credit to borrow another ten. 

We had lunch down in Tell’s apartment. I learned that 
recoms had rather unusual metabolisms. They could eat 
almost anything humans did, but they preferred foods I didn't 
usually keep around my place. There were a few restaurants in 
the city which catered to the recom trade, but most recoms 
prepared their own food. 1 wasn't very enthusiastic about 
trying his diet, although he tried to persuade me. “It tastes 
better than itlooks.” I ended up nibbling on some of the things 
I could recognize, and left the rest of it for him. 

Tell hada pretty impressive collection of nature artwork... 
paintings of otters, wolves, big cats, and other animals. He also 
had a pair of huge wall-sized posters covered with 6-point type, 
millions of seemingly random letters and numbers defining the 
structure of his parents” genetic code, from the DARPA lab 


where they'd been designed. I'd always wondered if recoms 
were sensitive about their heritage, but he was obviously proud 
of his. 

1 started laughing while he was explaining something 
about the size of the actual database, to which these posters 
were really just indexes. He asked me what was so funny. 

“It tastes better than it looks,” I said. He hit me. 

His computer equipment was more video-oriented than 
mine, so we stayed downstairs that afternoon, preparing two 
presentations. One was aimed at his management, the other 
one at mine. He had a flair for that sort of thing, which was 
good, since [ didn't. By about 8, we decided there was nothing 
left to do, so we stored the results on a couple of cards, and had 
dinner. 

After dinner, we took fresh bottles of beer into his living 
room, and snuggled down into his couch. Tell putsome music 
on, the volume down low, and we talked for a while. In a way, 
it wasn’t as much like finding out about each other as like 
catching up on things with an old friend. We really didn’t have 
much in common besides computers, but that didn't seem to 
matter. 

What really surprised me was how young he was, only 18 
years old. He'd graduated from college three years before, 
which was routine for recoms. 1 was only 26 myself, four years 
out of school, but for a moment I felt much older. Well, I 
wasn't going to get paternal. Just from talking, I could tell he’d 
lived as much as I had. Maybe it was true, what people said 
about recoms just living faster. It wasn't something you could 
really compare, of course. 

I had to ask. “Tell, how did you make it to 18 
without..." What was the polite way to say it? 

He completed the sentence for me. “Getting laid?" 

I laughed self-consciously. “Yeah." 

“I guess I was too busy. And I didn’t have anything in 
common with the other kids in college." 

“No recoms?" 

“Well, there were a few, but they were older than me, and 
none of us had much time to socialize.” 

"What about the last three years?” 

“C'mon, Mac, I don’t know! It just never happened.” 

He seemed to be sensitive on the subject. “Before now, 
you mean,” I said, smiling. He sighed, and leaned over against 
my chest, and we sat there for a while. 

Eventually, I started yawning, and he started yawning, 
and when we noticed each other yawning at the same time, we 
both laughed. 

“Gee, you don't want to go to bed already, do you?” 1 
asked innocently. 

“My place or yours?” he replied, eyes twinkling. 

“Let's mess up your sheets tonight.” 

“You say the most romantic things.” 

Tell had sheets, all right. He kept them in the closet, in 
case of cold weather. His bed looked like a padded, upholstered 
wok— seven feet in diameter. Tell explained that this was a 
popular design among recoms, who didn’t need the softness or 
warmth of regular beds. It didn’t look very comfortable, but 


sharing it with Tell was just wonderful. 
sO 


س 20 


June 1991 


We weren't as tired as the night before, and the sexual 
tension had mostly dissipated, so everything was much more 
casual. We learned a lot about each other, and had a good time 
in the process. 

At one point, Tell got kind of silly, and started trying to 
find all the places where I was ticklish—and itd make a long 
list. In self-defense, آ‎ turned over onto my belly, and pulled my 
arms down along my sides. He rolled on top of me, trying to 
dig his fingers around to my stomach, laughing and carrying 
on. 

I felt something odd, and it took me a moment to figure 
out what it was, an out-of-place wet sensation on my thigh. 
Then the character of Tell's movements began to change, 
becoming more rhythmic. He was hard, pressing himself 
between my legs, making a growling sound... and then I felt his 
teeth on the back of my neck. 

“Ooh, Tell, is this how recoms do it?” I asked, half- 
joking. 

He didn’t answer; he just growled louder, but I could tell 
somehow that he wasn't being entirely serious. With an 
exaggerated roughness, he grabbed my hips and lifted me into 
the air. 

I moaned loudly for effect, and then again, softly, as I felt 
his penis sliding up towards my ass. Then he paused. 

“Come on,” I urged. 

“Uh, be right with you,” he said, and leaned back to see 
what he was doing. He got himself positioned, and leaned 
forward again, his chest hot against my back. Smoothly, he 
pushed his glans into me. He gasped, gripped me tightly, and 
thrust firmly, entering me completely. 

Without pausing, he began thrusting himself against 
me, very quickly, very hard. After maybe a dozen strokes, he 
cried out, bit my neck again, and came. 

I reached back between my legs to squeeze his balls, and 
he made a high-pitched little sound and collapsed against me. 
I listened to his breathing; ragged at first, then smoothing out. 
It was a few minutes before he moved again. I just lay there 
quietly, enjoying the feel of him inside of me and on top of me, 
until his penis withdrew and resheathed itself. 

Finally he stirred, moving to rest beside me. I turned to 
look at him. 

“That was nice.” 

“Mmm-hmm,” he agreed. “Thanks.” 

“Anytime, lover. Better yet, all the time.” 

He smiled, and we held each other until we fell asleep. 

It’s a good thing Tell set his alarm clock, because I'd 
totally forgotten about going to work in the morning. As it was, 
I had to hurry to make the 9 A.M. team meeting. 

I did remember the card with the presentation, though, 
and after the meeting, آ‎ took the group manager aside and told 
him our idea. He was very receptive, آ‎ suppose because the 
Devnet problem was as much his problem as mine. He got me 
an appointment with the Director of Product Planning for 
early that afternoon. 

I had some appointments and phone calls to return to 
people in our US networking departmentand at Devtech, but 
I put those on hold, and took an informal poll among my 
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coworkers as to the prospects for the kind of solution we were 
planning to offer. 

All of them had worked on the problem at one time or 
another, and after two years, mostofthem were willing to listen 
to anything. The technical comments were in line with my 
own observations, which was reassuring, and nobody brought 
up any new problems. 

The afternoon meeting went very well. The director 
liked the video, and told me to send it down to his boss, the 
Senior Director of R&D, in Rio. Brazil had already gone 
home, but Japan was just about to arrive on Tuesday morning, 
so ] stayed late to talk with Dr. Nagura, the Director of 
Networking Systems out there. Pd been out to see him just a 
few weeks before. We had a good professional relationship, but 
thatwas aboutall. He was a very quiet man, and he commanded 
a great deal of respect, much more than his position required. 
He paid close attention to the presentation, and asked all the 
right questions. 

He brought up one subject to which I hadn't given 
enough thought. 

“And, what if your design is a success?” 

“Sir?” 

“What will you do then?” 

“Well... I just assumed that Rio would buy it, and I'd 
come back to work. Or maybe it would be better if Devtech 
built it into their equipment.” 

“No. You build it. Don’tsell the design. Sell a product.” 

I started to object, but the look on his face made me stop 
and think. Yes, it would make more sense. If we could buy 
Devtech’s hardware, at the wafer level or as finished boards, we 
could build it into a plug-and-play system for the F/X. 

Hecontinued. “And when youspeak with Cruz, tell him 
you want to use the company’s engineering facilities in Brazil. 
Ask him to seta fair price, but do not give him any control over 
your new company.” 

That was another good idea. “Yes, sir. I will do that.” 
I paused. “You are perhaps helping me more than necessary.” 

“No, Mr. Gentry. We needed someone to do this. And 
there may be more opportunities for you in the future.” 

“Thank you. I will think about this.” We cleared, and 
I sat there thinking about it fora while. Whenever I talked with 
him, I ended up talking like him. It was pretty strange. 

All in all, it was a very busy day and a very promising 
start. When I got home, I went straight up to Tell’s apartment. 
Rather than knocking, I tried the door; it was open, and I went 
right in. He was standing in the kitchen, cooking something. 
I tossed my mail on his coffee table, sat down on the couch, and 
kicked my feet up. 

“Hi, dear. I’m home,” I called. 

He ran over and sat down on my lap, put his arms around 
my neck, and gave me a big kiss. “Hi,” he said. “You could 
make a habit of that. If you want,” he added, shyly. 

“I want,” I sighed, and my chest tightened again. We 
held each other for a while. ۱ 

My curiosity eventually overcame my reluctance to 
disturb the moment. 

“Tell? How'd it go today?” 
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He slid off my lap onto the couch beside me. “Pretty 
good. My boss doesn't want me to quit, but he did go with me 
to see the Vice President of Engineering. The VP wasn't 
exactly thrilled to lose me, either, but he seems to like the idea 
of having the problem solved for him. Like I figured, he’ll give 
us access to the wafer design library for nothing. How'd it go 
with you?” 

“Okay here. I ought to have a response from Brazil 
tomorrow. Got some interesting advice from Japan.” I explained 
what Nagura-san had suggested, and Tell nodded, thoughtfully. 

“So what's left at your end? As far as I can tell, Devtech 
is ready to sign the papers anytime. How many more layers do 
you have to go through?" 

“Well, if Cruz goes along with everything, Pll probably 
have to go down to Brazil to present the idea to the partners.” 

“When?” 

“Maybe this week, I don't know. Rio is a pretty well-run 
company.” 

“I need to spend a few days clearing my desk, but apart 
from that, I’m ready.” 

I suppressed a laugh. “Tell, you're always ready.” 

“Tm ready to eat! How about you?” 

I thought about making another joke, but [ was kind of 
hungry. Something smelled good. “Yeah, آ‎ guess so. What's 
for dinner?” 

“Ask me after we're done eating it.” 

I was dubious, but agreed. It tasted okay, but Pd rather 
not think about what it turned out to be. As much as I loved 
the guy, I resolved to select my own menus in the future. 

We were too keyed up over the project to sit around 
watching TV, so we picked a new movie, and went out. It was 
an interesting experience. Tell attracted a lot of attention. 1 
know it was rare to see recoms, even though there were 
hundreds of them in the city, but did people always gawk like 
that? Maybe it was the strange feeling that they were staring at 
me, too. 

We went into the ice-cream place next to the theater after 
the movie. Tell made a spectacle of himself, turning the simple 
task of eating an ice-cream cone into some kind of erotic 
exhibition. It was done for my benefit, of course, but he didn’t 
seem to mind that several other patrons were enjoying the 
show. 

I was blushing scarlet by the time I got him out of there. 

“You're terrible!” I protested. 

“You loved it,” he said, smiling. 

“Well, yeah, but...” I responded, weakly. 

He took my arm and led me back towards the metro 
station. “Let’s go home.” 

“Oh, boy,” I said. “Last one on the train is a rotten egg!” 
I took off running. 

He breezed past me effortlessly, and then obviously 
slowed down so he could cheer me on. I’m in pretty good 
shape, but Pd guess he was going thirty percent faster than I was 
when he passed me. He stayed exactly two paces ahead of me 
all the way to the station. 

We waved our passes at the gate, and went in. I didn’t 
catch my breath until we were back home. 


“My place tonight,” I said. “My turn.” 

“Okay,” he agreed. “Dll be up in a few minutes. Got to 
get something to eat.” 

Well, I can’t resist more than one joke in a day. 40011 be 
waiting.” 

He just shook his head and went on into his apartment. 
I went upstairs, and realized I hadn’t been in there in a day and 
a half, except for a few minutes that morning. I went into the 
bedroom and whipped the sheets off the bed. They were rather 
fragrant. I stuck them in the laundry basket in the bathroom, 
and got out another set. 

I was still putting them on when Tell snuck up behind 
me and tackled me onto the bed. I think we may have set a 
speed record for ruining a set of sheets. 

- Notthat that bothered us any. In fact, we were still going 
at it shortly before 1 am, when the phone rang. I grabbed the 
handset, leaving the video off, and motioned to Tell to be quiet. 

“Hello?” 

“Mac Gentry? This is Francis Cruz, in Brazil.” 

“Hello, Francis. Good to hear from you.” 

“I knowit's very late, but I wanted to ask you if you could 
fly down here today. The managing partners will be leaving for 
a conference in Europe on Thursday, so tomorrow is the only 
day we can meet with them before next week.” 

“Of course, no problem.” | 

"I also wanted to ask you if your partner, Mr. Teller, 
could come with you.” 

Tell was nodding, but 1 waved him off. “I don't know, 
but Dll ask.” 

“It would be a good thing if he could. I understand he 
is a recombinant?” © 

“Yes, that's right.” 

“That will work to your advantage, I believe.” 

Ahh... right. Recoms were uncommon in the US, but 
almost never seen elsewhere. Tell himself could be a selling 
point. “I’m fairly sure لااعط‎ be able to make it.” 

“Excellent. If you'll check, I believe your travel ar- 
rangements are in your phone now.” 

I looked at the screen, which was otherwise blank, and 
indeed there was a new file. 1 touched the icon, and brought 
up the itinerary. There were confirmed tickets for both of us 
on the next semi-ballistic flight to Rio. 

“Right. We'll see you Wednesday morning, then.” 

“Good night.” 

I signed off, and looked at Tell. “Want to visit Brazil?” 

“Sure,” he said. 

“Well, we better get some sleep, then, “cause we have to 
leave for the airport in about seven hours.” 

“Okay.” He flipped over and started snoring. 

I moved over behind him, and snuggled up against his 
back. Sticking a hand down past his tail and between his legs, 
I started rubbing the downy fur under his balls. 

“Not so fast,” I said, softly. 
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My alarm clock went off at the normal time, and we got 
up so we could leave messages at our offices. Tell had to go get 
packed; I just threw a couple of shirts in my travel bag. I did 
this a lot, so it was all ready to go. We made it to the airport 
in plenty of time. 

The small crowd waiting for the SB was predominantly 
Brazilian, and they were obviously interested in Tell. I began 
to have new respect for the husbands and wives of famous 
people. I'm sure Tell enjoyed the attention, but it made me 
slightly uncomfortable. Some of the looks he got from the 
women (and from some of the men) were about as explicit as 
you can get without a written contract. 

As usual, Rio had reserved first-class tickets for me on the 
Brazilian national airline. When they started boarding, we 
wenton into the plane, and tookour seats. Since first-class seats 
had windows—expensive on a trans-atmospheric vehicle —my 
preference was for the third-row left window seat; this was the 
first row with paired seating, and usually I wanted the adjacent 
seat so I could set down my DataBook without having to drop 
the tray table. Now, of course, I had something much nicer to 
put there. 

The stewardess came forward and took our drink orders. 
They had Porto Alegre beer, of course, and we each got a glass 
ofthat. We sat together, talking, while the coach-class passengers 
boarded through the mid-cabin hatch. Presently, they finished 
boarding, and I realized we were still alone in the first-class 
cabin. As we started taxiing out, the screen on the forward 
bulkhead began showing the standard wildly optimistic 
emergency procedures briefing, and the stewardess came for- 
ward to get our glasses. 

“Will you be needing anything else before we land?” she 
asked. ۱ 

“No, thank you,” I answered. 

She checked to see that our seatbelts were buckled, then 
went aft, and closed the door. 

[ turned towards Tell, and raised the armrest between us. 
We each put an arm around the other, and leaned together. 1 
licked at his ear as ] unbuckled our belts. 

“You know, she won't be back in here until we get there.” 

“No, she won't, will she?” he said, wriggling in antici- 
pation. 

I released the clasp on his pants, and started unbuttoning 
his shirt. “Do you suppose we can amuse ourselves?” 

He was already breathing hard. “Yes.” 

By the time we left the gate area, Tell was fully erect, pink 
and glistening. I bent down and took him in my mouth, 
cupping his testicles in one hand, the other against the small of 
his back. I didn't move my head at all, but just swirled my 
tongue slowly around his glans. He put his arms around my 
head, and moaned as I sucked him. 

The gentle stimulation kept him from coming quickly. 
- Each time I felt his cock begin to throb, I slowed down. He 
lasted through all the acceleration warnings, and as I felt our 
takeoff roll begin, I started to bob my head up and down, 
© pushing the tip of his cock into my throat. He came just as we 
lifted off, his cries of pleasure drowned out by the howling of 
the powerful scramjets. 


I straightened up with some effort, against the gradually 
increasing acceleration which pushed me down and backwards. 
The forward screen displayed a G-meter in a corner of the view 
from the forward camera. It read 1.5G, and it was definitely 
going up. I knew from experience that it would peak at about 
2.5G about ten minutes into the flight. 

Tell leaned against me, eyes half-closed, smiling. I put 
an arm around him and held him for a while, stroking his belly 
with my other hand as his tail flicked back and forth across my 
legs. 

Eventually, the acceleration made it uncomfortable to 
be turned sideways like that, so I released Tell and sat back in 
my seat. I figured he’d do the same... but instead, I felt his 
hands at my waist, releasing my own penis, which was quite 
hard. 

I watched with some disbelief as he levered himself up 
out of his seat, and turned to kneel before me. The G-meter 
was at 1.9 and still climbing. Against that force, Tell slowly 
leaned forward to lick me, his rough tongue making me twitch. 

I couldn’t even bend my head down to watch him 
without straining, so I just relaxed, and let my head go back 
against the seat. Tell’s mouth enveloped me, and he began to 
move his head up and down slowly, pressing with his hands 
against the seat behind me. It felt just incredible. I gripped his 
shoulders, and started making thrusting motions with my hips, 
but as the meter approached 2.5G, I couldn’t move much. 

My pleasure peaked with the pressure of acceleration, 
and as the engines spooled down to about half a G, I cried out 
and shot my load into his throat. The rapid loss of weight 
brought me forward in my seat. I curled over Tell’s head, 
crossing my arms over his shoulders. 

After a long moment, 1 shuddered and leaned back. 
Breathing hard, trying to catch my breath, I welcomed Tell 
into my arms as he sat back down. 

“Oh, wow,” I said, panting. “That was more than | 
expected.” 

“Did you enjoy it?” he asked. 

“Of course! Wasn’t it obvious?” I grinned. 

He smiled back, smacking his lips loudly. “Yeah, but I 
wanted to hear you say it.” 

“I loved it, Tell. I love you.” 

“Same here, Mac.” 

Some of the longer flights—New York to Perth, or the 
occasional flight from L.A. to Cape Town—remained at low 
gee long enough for the stewardesses to hand out quick drink 
orders, but this one basically just went up and right back down 
again. The stewardesses were around to handle minor emer- 
gencies, but I knew we wouldn't be bothered unless we called 
for help. 

It took us a few minutes to get our pants on, and we had 
a couple more minutes to enjoy the views through the forward 
camera, as displayed on the screen, and the windows in the 
cabin. We were up high enough to see stars and the curvature 
of the Earth, and we could see bits of Central and South 
America. 
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The acceleration warning sounded again, and we had to 
sit down and prepare for the descent. The forces this time were 
more down and forward, so we both fastened our belts and just 
enjoyed the ride. 

We ended up making some wide sweeping turns as we 
approached the runway at Rio, probably to avoidsome weather. 
It gave us a better look at the northwest part of Brazil, which 
was nice. 

The landing was perfect, and as we taxied in to the gate, 
our stewardess opened the door and stuck her head inside. 

“How was the flight?” 

“Very nice, thanks,” Tell replied, smiling politely. 

Although it was mid-morning when we left L.A., it was 
already evening in Rio de Janeiro. We took the subway from 
the airport to Soleri II, the arcology where Rio SC had their 
headquarters and engineering facility. They had a block of 
apartments for their employees in the residential section of the 
building, and some of the apartments were set up like hotel 
suites for visitors. We got our keys from the security guard at 
the subway station in the basement, and we went on up. The 
company had arranged for two apartments, but 1 don't think 
it ever occurred to us to use them both. 

I got the same unit almost every time I was in Brazil, so 
it was practically like a home away from home. I showed Tell 
where everything was. There was a note on the phone from 
Francis Cruz; he offered to take us out to dinner at ten. It 
wasn't quite eight yet, so we decided to go walk around for a 
while. 

Soleri II is the smallest arcology in Brazil, but even so, it’s 
plenty big enough to get lost in. 70 levels, each about 500 
meters in diameter: over 10 million square meters of floor 
space. Fifty thousand spacious apartments and hundreds of 
businesses, all within a few minutes walking or elevator-riding 
distance of each other. 

Tell had never been inside an arcology; there weren’t 
many of them in the United States, and he hadn’t been abroad 
much. I enjoyed playing tour guide. 

The neatest part of the building was the mall, a half- 
kilometer of three levels of shops, restaurants, and open park- 
like spaces. We started north from the south end, and began 
picking up hangers-on almost immediately. By the time we 
reached the central plaza, there must have been twenty people 
following us. Well, following Tell, anyway. 

“T love a parade,” I said, somewhat sarcastically. 

“Aww, it’s okay,” he said. “They’re just curious.” 

As we walked, I noticed he was holding his tail higher 
than usual, and swinging his ass back and forth with each step. 

“Giving them a show, huh?” 

“What do you mean?” he asked, innocently. 

“If you shake any harder, you're going to bring this 
building down.” ۱ 

“Oh. Sorry.” 

He looked contrite, but he kept walking the same way. 
I couldn't help laughing. 

“You're terrible!” I turned a little and bumped his 
shoulder with mine. He bumped me back, and our hands 
found each other. We walked for a moment like that, hand in 
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hand, until someone behind us started clapping. 

We were passing a bank of elevators. I decided it was 
time to bail out. One of them was open already, so I pulled Tell 
into it, and punched the highest button on the panel. The 
doors closed to cut off the crowd noise, and we fell against each 
other, giggling like fools. 

The doors opened on the 24th floor, and fortunately 
nobody was around. 

“Where to?” Tell asked. 

“How about we go on up to the roof?” 

“Okay.” 

The 24th floor was a major interchange for the elevator 
system; there were express elevators running from the 24th 
floor up to the top 20 floors. We took one of these all the way 
up. It was a nice evening; we'd gone from a warm summer in 
L.A. to a mild winter in Rio, and it was a little cool, but 
comfortable enough for both of us. 

We spent the next hour walking the circumference of the 
roof, admiring the sparkling city around and below us. Soleri 
HI, over three kilometers away, seemed to loom over us, 
another 200 levels higher and much wider. 

Soon it was time to go back to our apartment and get 
ready for dinner. Cruz had invited us to the best the arcology 
had to offer, an expensive establishment on the roofline near 
the company offices. We'd both brought suitable formalwear, 
and I think we we looked quite elegant. 

We arrived right on time. Cruz was already waiting. 

“Hello, Mac. Good to see you again.” 

“Francis,” I nodded, shaking his hand. “This is Tell, my 
new partner.” 

Cruz and Tell said hello, and shook hands. 
motioned towards the dining room. 

“Shall we go in?” 

Cruz led us in to a table for four, where his wife was 
waiting. This suited me fine; I was thinking he might have 
brought the managing partners along, and I wasn’t really 
prepared to do any kind of presentation then and there. 

It turned out to be a nice social dinner. The food was 
excellent, andeven Tell was completely satisfied with what they 
had to offer him. We did talk about the project for a few 
minutes here and there, but mostly it was just idle chit-chat. 
Over dessert, Sefiora Cruz, an utterly charming woman, asked 
how long we'd known each other. Tell added it up quicker. 

“Three days,” he said, while I was still checking my 
math, 

Our hosts looked surprised, and I’m sure we did too. 
“Seems like longer,” I offered. 

“And you developed this idea that quickly?” Cruz asked. 

“It was mostly Tell’s idea.” 

“It’s Mac’s project, really,” Tell said. 

I laughed. “Well, we worked on it a lot over the 
weekend.” 

“Ah,” said Francis, looking back and forth at the two of 
us. He looked at his wife for a long moment, and I got the 
feeling they were having a silent conversation. 
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Then, to Tell, he said, “My wife and I were going to ask 
you back to our home tonight.” He turned to me. “But I think 
I should ask you both... except that 1 suspect you have other 
plans.” 

Somewhat to my surprise, itwas good old exhibitionistic 
Tell who declined. 

“Pm flattered, Señor Cruz, but perhaps another time.” 

Cruz smiled pleasantly. “As you wish.” 

We finished dessert, and Cruz ordered brandies all 
around. The drinks were just the ticket; I began to feel tired, 
and knew it would be a good idea to go to sleep as soon as 
possible. 

“When should we get together tomorrow, Francis?” 

“Ten? Yes, ten, that would be fine. In the board room.” 

“Very good,” 1 replied, standing. “Thank you for 
everything.” 

“Our pleasure.” 

Tell and 1 went back to the apartment, got undressed, 


- and went to bed. 


“You are such a tease,” ] teased. 

“Oh, Mac.” 

“It's okay, I love you for it. C’mere,” I said, pulling him 
on top of me. We made love gently, and I fell asleep in his arms. 

I managed to sleep for about six hours, and I figured that 
would be enough. Tell was up and around when I got out of 
bed, fixing himself some kind of breakfast out of what was in 
the apartment’s kitchen. It didn’t look like much. 

“Is there enough stuff here for you?” 

“Sure, no problem.” ۱ 

“You might go check in the apartment they arranged for 
you. I bet they have the right kind of food over there.” 

“Hmm... good idea.” 

He went and put on some shorts, and left. He was back 
in a few minutes, carrying an armful of groceries. 

“You were right. Thoughtful people.” 

“It's a good company.” 

“Mac? We are kind of rushing into this. Are you really 
sure you want to leave Rio?” 

“Well... yes, I think Iam. It’s something worth doing. 
I can always go back, if it doesn’t work out.” 

“Good. I want to do it, too.” 

I didn't want to make a joke out of that. “I’m glad. I 
couldn't do it without you, love.” 

He came over and hugged me, wordlessly. I listened to 
him breathing. What a wonderful thing it is, to have someone 
that close. 

Holding him was inevitably arousing, and he noticed, 
and we went back into the bedroom for a while, then showered 
together—an adventure in itself, let me tell you, what with all 
that fur—and got ready to go over to the Rio offices. 

One of the nice things about living and working in the 
same building, even if it’s a large building, is that there's almost 
no commute time. We left the apartment at five to ten and we 
were still a minute early. 


Francis Cruz introduced us to the managing partners 
and a few other people who didn’t really need to be there. They 
were probably just there to see Tell, but who could blame 
them? 

There was fresh coffee on aside table, and everyone stood 
around talking for a while before moving to the huge mahogany 
table. Tell and I had one side of the table to ourselves, near the 
wall with the video screens. 

We made some introductory remarks, then ran the 
computer presentation. Afterwards, I filled in some of the 
details about financing, and suggested that it would be best if 
Rio allowed Tell and I to do the hardware work there in the Rio 
design studios. 

The only hard question came from Francis Cruz. 

“When can you deliver a finished product?” 

“Thirteen weeks.” I said it firmly. Tell and I had talked 
it over, and we were sure we could do it in eight weeks. I put 
in a fudge factor on general principles. Either they'd buy it, or 
they wouldn’t—but with two years of almost no progress, I was 
sure three months would be acceptable. Evidently it was, since 
nobody voiced any objections. 

After the guestion and answer period, the managing 
partners and the others excused themselves, and left. That's 
another thing I liked about Rio's management style; they were 
leaving the decision up to Francis Cruz, since it was his 
department. 

He decided guickly. “I think it looks like something we 
can support,” Cruz said. “When do you want to get started?” 

I answered for both of us. “Two weeks should be 
enough. Tell is going to arrange to get the technical specs from 
Devtech. We also need to clear things up at our current jobs, 
and take care of the paperwork for the new business.” 

“TI have the legal department in the Los Angeles office 
take care of that for you, if you'd prefer.” 

“Oh, absolutely. 1 don't know much about it.” 

“Fortunately, it should be simple enough. Rio and 
Devtech are part of the United Common Market, so there 
won't be any import/export problems.” 

“Good. Should we say two weeks from next Monday?” 

“Fine.” 

Weall stood and shook hands, and it was done. Although 
the business side of the visit was over, there was still some 
technical work to do. I spent the rest of the day with people 
from the design engineering department, scheduling access to 
their design support systems and production equipment. Tell 
went off with the company’s programming gurus to get the 
kernel interface design rules and talk about the code he'd be 
adding. 

These were just design overviews, and by the end of the 
day, there wasn’t much more for us to do. Tell came over to 
engineering just as I was finishing up, and we left. 

I dropped by Rio’s travel office on the way out. There 
was a flight out in just a couple of hours, but instead I got us 
tickets for the late SB flight that evening. I didn’t want to leave 
Brazil without celebrating a little. 
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On an earlier visit, one of the network engineers had 
taken me to a small but excellent specialty restaurant in a 
suburban area near the city. Earlier, 1 4 asked him if it was still 
open. He said it was, and gave me the Phone number and 
directions for the metro. 

It was the sort of place where I knew Tell and I could 
both enjoy the food. We got there early, since we had to get 
back to the arcology and pack before our flight. 

A waitress took our drink orders— Porto Alegre, of 
course— and I told Tell Pd already ordered dinner. 

“What're we getting?” 

“They have great steaks here, so that’s what.” 

“Oh, okay,” he said, without much enthusiasm. “Any- 
thing else?” 

“Just the normal stuff. You can grab something back at 
the apartment if you need to.” 

The food arrived promptly, and I watched as Tell took 
his first bite. He started chewing, then stopped, and started 
again. His eyes widened, and he had to swallow before he could 
speak. 

“Hey! This is steak!” 

“Right. It’s a steak house. I ordered steak.” 

“It’s REAL steak!” 

“Now do you think you'll still be hungry later?” ] asked, 
grinning. 

“No! I didn’t know they had this here,” he said, as he 
started eating again. I wasn’t sure if he’d keep using his knife 
and fork; it looked like he could save time if he just used his 
hands and teeth. 

“Well, they never did outlaw meat sales here, you know, 
just cattle ranching. The ranchers just started growing beef 
without leather around it, that’s all.” 

“Mmm-hmm,” he mumbled. 

I wasn’t wild about real steak myself; it was terribly 
expensive, and thought the synthesized stuff was basically just 
as good. Tell certainly liked it, though. 

He finished the first steak in almost no time, and called 
the waitress over to order another. They had it waiting already, 
since I'd told them who my guest would be. 

That one lasted a little longer, but still he wanted 
another. The waitress said they’d have to cook it, and could he 
wait ten minutes? He said he could, but I wasn’t sure. 

I ended up feeding him bits of mine while he waited, 
since I just couldn’t resist the way he looked at it. I used my 
fingers, and I was glad we hada semi-private booth; he sucked 
the meat and juices off my fingers in a way which was purely 
sexual. 

By my count, he had about three pounds of steak in him 
when we left. 

“Better than bugs and worms and stuff, huh?” I asked, as 
we rode back to the arcology on the metro. 

“You bet!” he exclaimed, licking his lips. “It’s still not my 
favorite form of Protein, though.” 

“You letch,” I chided, patting his leg. “You'll have to 
wait for that. We've got to get to the airport.” 


We weren’t, but the flight passed quickly, and soon we 
were home. We cuddled up on Tell’s bed, and went to sleep 
quickly. 

We met with the board of directors at Devtech two days 
later, and when they agreed to the deal, we were committed. 
Tell and I submitted our notices that same day. I still wasn’t 
comfortable with the idea of starting a new company just for 
this one project, but ultimately it was a challenge I couldn’t 
resist. I think Tell felt the same way about it. 

The next two weeks were almost entirely devoted to 
Paperwork. There were reams of legal documents to review and 
sign. As a departing employee, I had to certify to Rio that I no 
longer had any company documents, and then as a new 
business partner, I had to sign non-disclosure forms so they 
could give me the same documents back. There were similar 
non-disclosure forms from Devtech, too. 

Despite the United Common Market, the governments 
of the United States, Brazil, and Japan all had their own forms 
for us to fill out, and then there were business licenses and tax 
forms galore from city and state agencies. 

Still, it could have been worse. We got everything done 
just in time to start work the day after we left our jobs. 

We'd decided to save money by working out of our 
apartments, instead of renting an office. I moved all my 
computer gear downstairs to Tell’s place, and he moved his 
sleeping platform and other personal stuffinto my spare room. 

For the next few weeks, it was almost as if we were 
working three jobs. We'd spend a half-day at Rio, then go over 
to Devtech in the afternoon, then come home and work until 
late at night integrating the results of the day’s research. 

Tell would tell me what features he needed in the chips 
from a software standpoint, and I'd tell him what else I could 
put in there, and between us we hammered out the register 
definitions in the first few days. Once these were completed, 
Tell started working on the driver software. 

Once we had the first preliminary revision of the interface 
circuitry design, we got in touch with some integrated circuit 
fabrication houses to talk about production schedules and 
Pricing. The best deal we found was with a small company 
called Orbitech, which was doing gallium arsenide circuitry on 
diamond substrates in a brand-new orbiting fab. It was 
relatively new technology, but they had some big customers 
and a good reputation. 

Orbitech gave us simulator models, and we spent a week 
developing simulation scripts. These are more like computer 
programs than anything else, and Tell was better at writing 
them than I was. We worked until late at night, side by side on 
the workstations, until we finally reached 100% fault coverage. 
When he was in the middle of a complex section of code, he 
talked about what he was doing, step by step, but very quickly. 
It sounded like he was talking to himself, but sometimes he'd 
ask me a question, and sometimes he’d ask me to repeat 
something he’d said a few minutes earlier. All the while, he’d 
be typing so fast it sounded like static. It was a little distract- 
ing— I had other work to do myself— but it was nice to work 


"I hope we're alone in first class again.” together. 
“Me too.” 
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Once we had the whole chip defined and laid out, the 
simulator scripts took less than half an hour to run on Rio E/ 
X supercomputers in the Brazil design center. We found some 
critical path delays that wouldn't quite meet the specs, and after 
some thought, found ways to ensure the necessary timing 
margins by moving things around on the chip. 

The next time through, the simulation passed with 
flying colors. We handed off the design files to Orbitech and 
sat back to wait three weeks for prototypes. 

Well, not quite. We had to get circuit boards made to 
plug into the F/X networking block, with sockets for the 
Devnet modules and our chips. These were relatively simple, 
and took us only a few days to design and test. We found a 
vendor to make them, and arranged to have them shipped to 
Rio in Brazil when they were ready in about a week. 

With all the design work out of the way, we could have 
spent the time re-writing our simulations and hoping not to 
find anything wrong. Instead, Tell had a greatidea. He called 
his parents up in Bismarck LEO, and arranged for us to visit. 
We'd also be able to go to Orbitech's facility in the Mitsubishi 
2 LEO, and accept the first batch of prototypes personally 
when they were ready. 

Two days later we left Vandenburg, on our way up to 
orbit. 

I'd never been to space before. Tell had been there 
literally dozens of times. As the son of active-duty UNSF 
pilots, he was entitled to space-available transit on ۲ 
vehicles. 

Tell’s parents pulled some strings, and got me a Space- 
A pass, too. We had to wait a day for a flight to Bismarck LEO, 
but there were several open seats on it, so we were able to go up 
together. 

Although our ship was a UNSE courier, much like the 
smaller commercial semi-ballistics, the flight was almost un- 
comfortable. There were no windows or screens, the four- 
point harnesses and higher accelerations were anything but 
romantic, and the long coast up to Bismarck gave me my first 
taste of zero-G nausea. 

I'd visited my HMO before the flight, and the doctor 
gave me a prescription for anti-nausea skin patches—adhesive 
pads which released the medication thro ugh the skin. I putone 
behind my left ear shortly before we took off, and after the first 
few minutes, I managed to enjoy the weightlessness. 

Tell loaned me a bookon the UNSE , and it had a section 
on Bismarck and the other “Low Earth Orbit” satellites. They 
consist of two spherical sections, connected by a five-kilometer 
length of carbon-carbon fiber. They spun around together 
once every few minutes, creating artificial gravity—about .3G. 

We were met at the lock by Tell’s father, Gary. He 
looked a lot like his son, but simultaneously more and less 
human. His face was depilated, but his genetic mix was 
simpler. He was more clearly musteline than Tell, and if Tell’s 
quick reactions occasionally made him seem nervous, Gary 
seemed to be positively strung out. 

Tell walked forward quickly and they hugged. I stuck 
out my hand, and Gary’s was there to meet it. “It’s an honor 


“Just Gary, please. Glad you could make it, Mac. Tell’s 
told us a lot about you.” 

“Likewise. Will Mrs. Teller be along?” 

“You were a few minutes early. She’s just getting off 
watch. She’ll meet us in the observation lounge.” 

Tell and Iwent through the inbound security checkpoint, 
and went with Gary to the lounge. Gary and Tell should have 
warned me about Coriolis forces—they made it difficult to 
walk straight. What was worse, every time we changed 
direction I had to figure the “windage” all over again, and the 
turns were a challenge in themselves. At least the floors weren’t 
noticeably curved. 

When they noticed I was having trouble, they stood on 
each side of me and steered gently. By the time I thought I was 
getting the hang of it, we were there. 

Nila Teller was in the lounge already, and stood up to 
meet us as we walked in. She had that first-generation look, 
too; distinctly canine, with the smooth face and quick, darting 
movements. She hugged Tell, and kissed his cheek, and looked 
at him critically. 

“Tell, you’re not eating enough,” she said. 

She turned to me, and gave me a hug, too. “Good to see 
you, Mac. Welcome to the station. We hear you'll be here for 
thrce days?" | 

“Yes, then we catch a shuttle to Mitsubishi LEO.” 

“We've arranged temporary quarters for both of you. 
Why don't I take you there now? Gary's going on duty in a few 
minutes. We can talk later.” 

We went to our room, and it was what you'd call a 
religious experience. You open the door, walk in, and say, “Oh, 
my God!” It was two by three meters, with two bunks anda pair 
of lockers occupying half of that. There was a desk that would 
fold down from the opposite wall, and you could sit on the 
lower bunk to use it. 

And these were officers’ quarters! 

Nila showed us the emergency gear, which consisted of 
two “beach ball” vacuum suits, in which we were supposed to 
wait for rescue if our part of the station lost pressure. Most 
permanent party personnel had real space suits, but this was the 
best they could do for visitors. 

After Nila left, I flopped down (slowly!) on the lower 
bunk. “Gary’s on duty for four hours, and I don’t think they 
want us wandering around here unescorted. We could take a 
nap, I suppose. Are you tired?” 

“No,” Tell said, and got into bed. 

Making love in low “gravity” was a lot like making love 
on Earth, except that we didn’t get tired as quickly, and it 
became possible to try out some rather acrobatic positions 
which normally don’t work very well. I think the nicest part 
about it was that we could snuggle up close without worrying 
about arms and legs falling asleep; almost any position was 
comfortable. 

There wasn’t actually too much else to do in Bismarck. 
We did take the capsule over to the other half, which was more 
interesting than the ride in; the capsule was roughly cylindrical, 
with big windows all around its midsection. It had no engine, 
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the station would slow down or speed up the capsule by several 
meters per second, and it would just coast along, waiting for the 
other half to come along and grab it. It took over half an hour 
to make the transit, and if your stomach wasn't bothering you, 
you could enjoy a great view. With the aid of the skin patches, 
mine seemed to be adapting, so it was a pleasant ride. We spent 
the time chatting with the young pilot, who didn't really have 
anything to do except open and close the door. In a welcome 
change from normal procedure, he wasn't particularly interested 
in Tell—he saw recoms every day. He'd done some rock 
climbing, though, so he and 1 had an interesting discussion. 

It turns out that the UNSF hires civilian workers to do 
some of the maintenance on these stations. For the risky work 
on the outside of these stations, they preferred people with 
mountain-climbing and scuba-diving experience. You had to 
be extremely careful. If you slipped and fell, it was a long way 
down. 

The two halves of the station were essentially identical, 
so once we got there, we had lunch and waited for the capsule 
to go back. 

We spent most of our time in the station talking with 
Gary and Nila, gawking at all the neat military hardware (at 
least, the hardware they'd show us), and making love. 

Gary and Nila were nice people, but I realized I didn't 
have much in common with them, and neither did Tell. 
They'd been in the military since the day they were born, and 
would continue to serve as long as the United Nations allowed 
them to. They hadn’t been on Earth in ten years, and didn't 
seem to keep track of what was happening there. 

Tell had spent most of his time on Earth, in residential 
schools for recom children up through junior high, and in 
regular private schools after that. He was almost completely 
assimilated, and 1 don't think his parents understood that. 
They let him make his own decisions like the decision to quit 
his job and start up this new company with me. They didn't 
seem to mind that Tell was carrying on with another male, or 
with a human, for that matter. We all got along well together, 
anyway. 

The trip to the Mitsubishi 2 station was unusual, to say 
the least. The UN satellites are in polar orbits, so they cover the 
entire globe. Commercial satellites are in equatorial orbits, 
which require less energy to reach from Earth. To get from one 
to the other, we basically had to make a right turn in orbit. 

Well, you can't do this without help. Help, in our case, 
came in the form of askyhook, a 500-kilometer fiber with large 
weights on each end, and powerful ion engines of its own. It 
was spinning, like the Bismarck, but parallel to the Earth's 
surface below. Our shuttle, after slowing down quite a bit, just 
latched onto a pad on one end, and hung on as the skyhook 
slung us around 90 degrees of arc in about ten minutes. After 
letting go, we accelerated again to get into the correct orbit, and 
a few hours later we docked at Mitsubishi 2. 

This was one of the newer satellites, built solely for high- 
tech manufacturing, with about 200 permanent residents. It 
was actually a loose collection of satellites, some tethered 
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together and some free-flying, depending on how much micro- 
gravity and vibration they could tolerate. It was a strictly zero- 
G facility, no artificial gravity anywhere. 

After the spartan efficiency of Bismarck, Mitsubishi 2 
was practically sybaritic. We were met at the lock by a lovely 
young lady who waved us through security (after all, we'd just 
left a UNSF shuttle) and escorted us to the hotel. She and Tell 
watched indulgently as I learned to move along the corridors. 
They could just glide along without hardly touching the walls; 
I moved by bouncing from one wall to the other, back and 
forth. Turns were lots of fun. 

The hotel wasn’t much of a hotel, actually, just a few 
rooms for business travelers, but what rooms! Every surface 
was warm and soft. Even the lights were shining through silken 
draperies undoubtedly an advertisement for Mitsubishi's pat- 
ented process for producing natural silk from genetically 
engineered bacteria. 

The room had been arranged to provide a gentle sense of 
vertical, to accomodate groundhog visitors. There were no 
doors on the “floor” or “ceiling”, and what furniture there was, 
was oriented the same way. 

They were on GMT time here, and we arrived at about 
3am. There was a message on the phone from Lynne Toribara, 
our account manager at Orbitech. She'd be in their office at 
nine, so we had a few hours to kill. We'd been on a different 
schedule in Bismarck, and we weren’t very tired, so we decided 
to get something to eat. 

The hotel didn’t have room service, but a card on the 
phone had the numbers of the two restaurants in the station, 
and they both delivered to the hotel. We deliberated for a few 
minutes, then ordered an assortment of sushi, and it arrived 
about fifteen minutes later. 

I had some misgivings about eating raw seafood on my 
first night in zero-G, but I think it was mostly because I 
expected to be nauseous, not because I actually felt bad. In any 
event, those wonderful patches did their job, and I never did get 
sick. 

One end of the room was configured for sleeping, with 
a computer-controlled system for maintaining the sleeper(s) 
away from the surfaces by means of air pressure. It may sound 
drafty, but actually you couldn’t even feel it. When we were 
done eating, we experimented with the settings until we were 
comfortably curled up together in mid-air. We watched TV 
while the sushi settled, but even with over a hundred channels 
to choose from, there wasn’t anything really good. 

“You watching this?” I asked Tell. 

“No, not really.” 

I told the TV to turn off, and rotated so Tell and I were 
facing each other. He smiled at me, shyly the way he sometimes 
does, and we hugged. Slowly, to keep us from spinning 
around, we undressed each other. We had to pause to collect 
our clothing and put it into the closet, so it didn’t clog the 
ventilator intakes. 

It was very nice to just float there in the air, holding each 
other. It was apparent that zero-G sex called for great caution, 
and careful cooperation; it wasn’t hard to start spinning, and 
only Tell knew how to get us settled down again. 
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I think the zero-g “69” position is the nicest form of slow 
sex I've ever had. It’s perfectly symmetrical. Nobody’s on top, 
and both partners have full control. 

We both gota couple hours of sleep, held together by the 
gentle air currents. We'd asked the phone to wake us up at 
eight, and that gave us enough time to figure out the ‘fresher 
cube. The user interface could have been a lot simpler, but at 
least it came with a manual. A waterproof manual, on a clip 
inside the door. 

It took us a few minutes to reach Orbitech's offices. 
Since they didn’t get many visitors, the first room inside their 
main entrance was a sort of an employee” lounge, except that 
everyone there was a co-owner of the company, so there weren't 
any employees per se. Lynne met us there. She was a tall, 
slender woman, apparently about my age, although she'd told 
me she'd been in the business for almost twenty years. That 
would put her in her forties, more evidence that people who'd 
been living in space didn't age the same way the rest of us did. 
They have different health problems than we ground pound- 
ers, but they almost always look better. 

She showed us around. Everyone at Orbitech was fully 
adapted to zero-G life, and itshowed in the facilities. There was 
no sense of a local vertical; rooms connected in any of the six 
directions, determined only by the logical flow of the work to 
be done. 

Lynne introduced us to some of the people ۷۵ 
worked on our chips. We'd spoken with most of them over the 
phone when we handed the design over to them, butit’s always 
good to see people in person. 

As usual, everyone was very interested in Tell, and as 
usual, he enjoyed the attention. 

We couldn’t get into their actual wafer fab; it was fully 
automated, and humans were only required when something 
went wrong, which wasn’t often. From the control room, we 
could see the diamond-growing ovens, and follow the square 
wafers as they went through each stage of the manufacturing 
process. | 

Our chips had come off the line a few days earlier, and 
Lynne handed them over, along with souvenir dice from the 
same wafer chips that'd failed the operational or speed tests. 
Each die was about one centimeter square. They looked like 
small diffraction gratings, reflecting rainbows from the sub- 
micron circuitry. | 

“Here you are,” she said. “The balance of your account 
is six thousand credits, please.” She smiled sweetly. 

We'd already sent them 5K, too. Yow! My car only cost 
7K. Tell wrote out the check, and that was that. 

Lynne took us to asmall conference room, got us drinks, 
and we reviewed the test results with her. In general, all the 
critical path timings were within a few picoseconds of the 
simulations. There were other timings which were a lot faster, 
and a couple which were slightly slower, but everything was 
within our spec. 

By the time we were done, it was about lunchtime. 
Lynne asked if we'd like a tour around the station, and of course 
we said yes. 


Mitsubishi 2 isn't large, but it does have some nice 
features. One I'll remember for a while was “The Fun House,” 
asortof “bar and grill” attached to one of the restaurants atone 
end of the station. It was a visual riot a huge cubical volume, 
about 30 meters on aside. There were dozens of partitions, not 
touching, but rigidly anchored together by lengths oflightweight 
tubing, forming several smaller spaces within the large room. 
Some of the partitions were colored transparencies, some were 
opaque, some were metallic and highly reflective. 

The effect was highly disorienting for the first few 
minutes, after which things began to sort themselves out. 
Lynne had to literally drag us to aseating area. Well, they don’t 
use chairs; chairs don’t work in zero-G but they do have 
padded racks which you can wrap yourself around, or wedge 
yourself into, which work just as well. 

There were a couple dozen people there, which seemed 
about right for lunchtime on a station this size. There was 
clearly enough room for several hundred more. “This is an 
awfully big room for a station this size,” I remarked to Lynne. 

“Well, it’s also our radiation shelter,” she explained. “If 
there's a solar flare, we all come here for a few hours. They turn 
the station so most of the mass is between us and the sun, and 
the shielding between decks is designed to diffract the radiation 
away from this room.” | 

“Does that happen often?” 

“Once every year or two on average. [ve been through 
three alerts, but none of them were really serious. They get us 
in here sometimes just to be safe. There's actually enough room 
for all of us, plus the crew and passengers from any transports 
that happen to be in the neighborhood.” 

AtLynne’s suggestion, we ordered drinks and sandwiches. 
“How much time do you two have here with us?” she asked. 

“Well, our return flight isn’t until uh, tomorrow 
morning,” I said, checking my watch. I had to compare the 
current time to the departure time, and figure out when in the 
local “day” it would be. 

“Great! Let's meet back here for dinner.” 

Tell and I nodded at each other, and he said okay. 

After lunch, Lynne went back to work, and we went back 
to the hotel. We called Francis Cruz' office and left a message 
on his voicemail, letting him know that we’d be there in two 
days with the new chips. 

We spent the rest of the afternoon hanging around the 
room, watching ۰ 

We made our way back to the Fun House for dinner. 
Lynne was waiting for us in the same area we'd had lunch. 
She'd brought friends, about twenty of them. Considering this 
was about ten percent of all the people in the station, it was a 
pretty good turnout for a party we weren't expecting. 

“Sorry for the big group,” she said when we worked our 
way close enough to talk. “This is the normal happy hour 
crowd, but they heard we had visitors, so...” 

So Tell and I got to spend several hours having a 
generally good time with a lot of interesting people. The space 
stations attract the same kind of people that the earth-bound 
high-tech industries do; about the only thing they all have in 
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Eventually it got late, as it always does, and Lynne 
reminded us of our early flight back. She offered to escort us 
back to our room, but once we were out of the Fun House she 
took us the other way, towards the other side of the station. 

“Something I forgot to show you,” she explained, and we 
were there before we found out where we were going. She 
opened up a big heavy door, and took us inside. 

“It's an observation lounge,” she said, and it was. There 
was an enormous window on one wall, bulging outwards like 
part of a giant eyeball. It was ten feet in diameter big enough 
to float inside while admiring the view. “There's only six of 
them on the station, and you can see everything once per orbit, 
since we're not tide-locked. 1 reserved it for this orbit in case 
you wanted to see it.” 

Tell and I drifted over to, and into, the big window. The 
Earth was off to the left, and drifting to the right almost 
imperceptibly. Tell put his right arm around me, and and I felt 
him turn to look back at Lynne; after a moment, she came over 
to his left side, and we all floated there for a while, watching 
Earth rotate beneath us. It’s true what they say; you just can't 
appreciate how beautiful it is from looking at pictures. From 
space, Earth is so big, so bright, so blue, it looks almost unreal. 

It may also be an aphrodisiac. 1 don't know exactly how 
ithappened, but within a few minutes, Tell was kissing Lynne, 
and [ was hugging them both from the side. 

Lynne made a little “mmm” sound, then pulled her head 
back and looked thoughtful. “That's kind of like kissing a guy 
with a moustache.” 

She paused for a moment, looking back and dl 
between us. “I'd better get going. You two enjoy yourselves.” 

“Uh, why don't you stay?” asked Tell. 

“My kids are probably getting hungry, and my husband 
will let them eat junk food all night. Bye!” She flashed a grin 
and left quickly. 

“Huh,” Tell said. 

“You don't get turned down often, do you?” 1 asked, 
sympathetically. 

“I used to. Then I stopped asking.” He looked a bit 
glum. 

“You asked me, didn’t you? I’m still glad you did.” We 
turned so I was hugging him from behind, so we could both see 
out the window. We stayed there until Earth was out of sight 
again, then went back to the room. 

The next morning we took a shuttle to the SB, which was 
in a nearby parking orbit, and a few hours later we were on our 
way to Brazil. The flight landed in Belém, and thanks to the 
Brazilian high-speed train system, we were back in the Soleri II 
arcology in Rio by the end of the day. 

Francis Cruz had spoken with Rio SC’s housing coor- 
dinator, and made sure that “my” apartment was ready. Pd 
told him we only needed one, instead of the two we'd had the 
last time we were there. 

We were both so tired from all the flying and riding 
around, and the time-zone changes, that we went right to bed, 
and right to sleep. 


Moments later, the phone rang. I thought Pd told it to 
hold calls until eight in the morning. When 1 went to answer 
it, I saw the clock. It was slightly after ten. 

It was Francis Cruz, of course. I had to tell him we'd see 
him after lunch. 

Twelve hours of sleep had left us groggy and dishevelled, 
and it took us almost three hours to wake up, get cleaned up, 
and get something to eat. 

Eventually we went over to Rio’s design studios, taking 
our brand-new chips with us, and met Francis. He was there 
with most of the people who 'd been working on the project a 
few engineers from Devtech, people from Rio's offices in 
Brazil, the U.S., and Japan, plus assorted managers, and even 
a couple of executives, like Dr. Nagura. Some of them, like my 
former boss, had been tearing their hair out over the problem 
since the F/X was released. Whether this was success or failure, 
it wasn't going to be a secret. 

“Good afternoon,” said Francis, with abig, good-natured 
smile. “I see you have brought with you the solution to all of 
our problems.” 

I laughed. “You mean, Tell? Yeah, I guess so.” 

Tell hit me in the arm. “He means the chips! Anyway, 
they could just create a whole set of new problems.” 

“Let’s find out, shall we?” Francis suggested. 

They had everything we needed an even half-dozen F/X 
mainframes spread out among their offices, several older Series 
F mainframes, various smaller machines, Devnet interfaces for 
everything, and kilometers of single-mode optical fiber. We 
were fortunate that Rio SC was set up for XNA, which uses the 
same standard fiber type as Devnet; it would have been too 
much to ask for them to rewire everything just for testing 
purposes. 

Still, we couldn't take down their network in the middle 
of the day. Instead, we had the use of one F/X and a few 
workstations for the initial tests. 

It was with some trepidation that we watched Rio 
technicians install our ASICs into the new network interface 
boards. They did a few quick continuity checks, just to make 
sure we hadn't done anything stupid like swapping 3V and 
ground, and plugged them into the F/X networking block. 

Our simulator scripts had been loaded into the F/X 
network I/O coprocessor, and it ran boundary-scan checks on 
the board and all the chips. They passed, which wasn’t 
surprising; the chips and the board had been thoroughly 
checked already. 

The first major test was to see if the F/X could talk 
directly to the Devnet interface, bypassing our chips. Their 
system operator called up the standard Devnet driver, clicked 
on “Install”, and almost instantly another line of text appeared 
in the system log window: “Devnet active.” 

Success! Or at least, this was about twenty percent of 
success. Our chips knew how to stay out of the way when they 
weren’t needed. 
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The next step was to deactivate the driver, and install 
Tells modified version which had the necessary patches to 
support our chips. Once that was loaded, the operator called 
up the driver configuration window, and clicked on the 
unobtrusive little box labelled “buffered mode”. 

The log window reported “Devnet buffered mode active,” 
and that was about forty percent of success. But would it 
actually communicate with another machine? 

Tell sat down at one of the workstation, turned on the 
Devnet driver, and requested a remote login to the F/X. No 
problem! 

Pd say we were at about the 50% success level at that 
point. We got the next ten percent by connecting the other 
workstations and running random traffic generators to keep 
the network interfaces busy fora while, to uncover any problems 
with heavy traffic. 

By this time, it was near the end of the regular business 
day, so we decided to let the test continue until we could get 
access to all the other machines in the company. Tell andI and 
Francis and some of the engineers went out to a restaurant to 
get something to eat. 

When we came back, the test was still running fine, and 
the other machines were available. We'd had enough network 
interface boards assembled for the other F/X mainframes to 
use, and they’d already been installed and checked. 

It was time for the final test of the day. First, we took 
everyone off the network. Then, one at a time, the other F/X 
system operators called up the new drivers, and joined the 
network, As each new machine was brought online, it began 
to generate random traffic not at each machine's full capacity, 
of course, since one F/X could produce enough traffic to keep 
several others busy, but sharing the load, just enough to keep 
all the channels full. 

Hundreds of gigabytes were flying back and forth every 
second. It was nonsense, of course, but it seemed to me that the 
whole building was humming, even vibrating with the surges 
of raw data back and forth through the fiber. 

The operator was staring at the throughput meters, 
looking very impressed. “Never before above 17% with 
Devnet,” she said. “Never above forty even with XNA.” We hit 
92% with only one other F/X on the network, which was the 
best configuration for raw speed buteven with six F/X’s online, 
cooperating for access to the net, we were still running at a 
steady 79%. 

We kept an eye on the error retry rates, but they stayed 
where they belonged, less than 1%, indicating that very few 
data packets were getting corrupted by timing problems. 

Then we got all the other machines, the Series ۲ and 
smaller models, to join up, and even with all that random 
traffic clogging the net, throughput stayed up at a respectable 
74%. 

We all stood there watching the display for a few 
minutes, until someone yelled, “Ship it!” Actually, it was me. 


That broke the suspense, and the group dissolved into 
laughter and mutual congratulations. Tell and I went around, 
shaking hands. It was really great. Tell and 1 couldn't have 
done it without each other, and we couldn't have done it 
without all those other people. 

We told the operators they could have their machines 
back, and we all went out for a drink. Lots of drinks. In fact, 
it was so late when Tell and I left that we had breakfast before 
going back to the apartment to get some sleep. 

When I woke up early that afternoon, I had a significant 
hangover. Tell was out in the living room, watching TV. He 
hadn’t drunk nearly as much as I had, so he looked fine. 

“I called Bill,” he said. Bill was one of the Devtech 
engineers who'd been working on the F/X problems. “He's 
leaving this afternoon—actually he’s already left and I told him 
to take a few of our boards back so Devtech can do some more 
testing on their company net. They’ve got some NCT’s and 
some other machines, so we can check compatibility abit better 
there. I also made reservations on tonight’s SB.” 

“Uh, good,” I grunted. 

I felt better after a shower and several glasses of water. 
Tell suggested we go back to that steak house before leaving, 
and while I wasn’t feeling particularly hungry, I went along 
with the idea. | 

Actually ] was hungry by the time we got there, and 
managed to finish most of my steak. What I didn't eat, Tell 
did. 

Once again, we had to hurry to get our stuff from our 
rooms, and get over to the airport. 

A few hours later, we were home. 

A few days later, we concluded the testing, and started 
taking orders. 

And now, a few months later, we have enough money to 
buy a new home. We've saturated the market, and our only 
new sales are to new buyers of F/X mainframes who want to run 
Devnet. That'll be enough to keep us going for a couple of 
years, but we're already working on our next big project. 

Too bad I can’t tell you anything about it, but Pll make 


sure you get a press release when it’s ready. 
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Elaine hurried home from aerobics class as the clouds 
kept rolling in. Despite her inner warmth from the adrenalin 
rush, she did not enjoy the concept of getting drenched right 
then. With her luck she'd probably catch a cold, too. 

To make a long story short, she made it home with 
sunlight to spare. Though she thought she must look a sight 
with her leg-warmers falling down around her ankles and feet, 
she felt pretty good after a good day's workout. Her black- 
furred legs tickled where the fabric of her leg warmers pulled at 
them. Out of habit she bent to pull her warmers back up on 
her thighs. At least her leotard looked better than some of the 
girls” in class. Now now, that was a vindictive thought. She 
decided a shower would be a good idea right about now. 

Bounding up the stairs, she almost ran smack into her 
sister Samantha running down. 

“Whoa girl!” Elaine exclaimed. “Sammy, you're a 
walking traffic hazard! 1 guess you're running to catch the light 
show?” 

“Of course!” Samantha replied. “Sorry for the blind 
rush. I heard the thunder start up and just dropped everything 
and charged for the back yard.” 

“I might have expected,” giggled Elaine. “Save everything 
to disk first?” 

“OF course I did, silly. And the surge protectors are in 
full working order. No problems. So, how was your day?” 

“Poof! Pil get myself in shape yet. I’m still in a bit of a 
rush from the whole thing, so I figure Pll do a few more steps, 
take a shower to cool off — and smell better; I saw that face you 
boop! — then get my work done for tonight.” 

A rumble sounded loudly from outside, and both skunk 
girls jumped a bit. “For me,” Samantha said, “my plans for the 
immediate future are much simpler.” 

Elaine smiled and nodded. “Sammy, watch from the 
doorway and stay inside, okay? It’s 50 degrees or less out there.” 

“Moi?” Sammy replied, her eyes widening and her hands 
crossed over her breasts. “Do you actually think I enjoy the idea 
of being soaked by the rain when I’m fully clothed? Me?” 

Elaine crossed her arms and made enough of a face that 
Samantha backed up with a look of innocent hurt. Elaine just 
drummed her fingers. 

Sammy sighed. “Ooooh-kay, I won’t go get wet with my 
clothes on.” She stood at attention with one hand behind her 
back and one held up with fingers straight. “Girl Scout’s 
honor,” she said. Then a flash and rumble came from the 
window and made her anxious again. “Now can I please go 
look at my lightning?” 
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“Scoot, scoot!” Elaine replied, motioning her past. She 
pecked her sister on the cheek as she passed by. Sammy 
responded with a backhand swat to her sister’s buns as the latter 
continued upstairs, bushy tail swishing. 


Having neither proper room or the remaining energy to 
do anything major, Elaine just put on an appropriate CD and 
did some balance exercises. She shifted weight from foot to 
foot and from the heel to the toes. She lifted her arms and 
swung her top half about to loosen and stretch her torso, as well 
as practice centering weight in her hips. She did a few small 
kicks in different directions and a spin or two — careful not to 
burn her foot on the short-shag carpet. She went down into a 
half-sguat with one leg outstretched and bent over to grip the 
further foot, then up and down again for the same thing on the 


. other side. Everything was going just fine until a flash from 


outside signaled a slight dimming of the room lights and a CD 
that went insane and then just stopped. 

“Pooey!” she said, wishing for the money to buy just a 
few more surge protectors. She switched CD's just as another 
flash flowed by an awfully close rumble came through the 
window behind her. Elaine decided that the distraction of the 
lightning combined with the depressing grey of the sky outside 
was just too much, so she went over to draw the curtains. 
Outside the water pattered down on the back yard, and below 
her Samantha was outside doing a dance in the rain. She was 
obviously enjoying herself. 

Elaine quickly threw the window open. “Sammy!” she 
called, “do you really enjoy the concept of catching a cold that 
much? Come back in here!” 

“Oh, don't be a spoilsport!” Samantha called back. “The 
storm came in on a warm front and the air out here is 
wonderful!” 

Elaine placed her hand against the screen and had to 
admit that the temperature outside had risen considerably. 
“Okay, so a cold is out,” she said. “But your clothes are soaking! 
And you promised!” 

“Oh, you're right! I did!” Samantha said. And with that 
she deftly removed her tank top and threw it toward the back 
door. She put her hands together over her head and shook her 
breasts gently as the sensation of falling water landed on them. 
Then, with a giggle, she hooked her thumbs inside of her silk 
shorts, pulled on the elastic and slipped them down past her 
legs and off of her feet. She likewise tossed this back into the 
house and stood naked in the rain, letting the water play where 
it would all over her black-and-white fur. Then she continued 


her dance. 
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Elaine just stared at this for a moment, then ran into the 
bathroom and grabbed a large towel. She headed downstairs 
and stood in the back doorway. 

“Sis, would you please come back inside where it's 
warmer?” she said. 

“Oh, all right,” Sammy said, hands on hips. She hardly 
had a chance to get in the door and close it before Elaine was 
all over her with the towel. “You are by far the silliest person 
in the whole state!” Elaine said, struggling to dry all of her 
sister's tail. 

“Yah, so sue me!” Sammy replied, giggling from the 
sensation. “Thank you,” she said when Elaine had finished. 
“Really. Thanks for caring.” She put her arms around her sister 
and held her close. 

“Oh, don’t try getting mushy on me now to get out of 
this!” Elaine came back, though she returned the hug. “You 
know ] love you and all that.” 

“Uh-hm,” Sammy said, running her hands along Elaine's 
back. Elaine groaned lightly when her sister found some tight 
spots between her shoulder blades. Samantha worked to loosen 
them as she massaged her hands over Elaine's back, and 
lower... 

“Oop!” Elaine squeaked, pulling away for a moment 
with a look of surprise. When Sammy just smiled innocently 
at her, she smiled back. With a deep sigh she fell into a the 
warm hug again. “Ah, you and rain,” she sighed. 

“Uh-hm,” Sammy said again, slower this time. This 
time Elaine didn't argue as Samantha's warm hands worked 
their way down across her back, buns, and thighs. Nor did 
Samantha argue when Elaine's hands did the same. Elaine 
especially enjoyed the warmth and softness of her sister's 
behind. For a while the two skunk-women stood together, 
simply enjoying each other's warmth and sensation. Then they 
separated a bit and smiled together, still gripping forearms. 
Their muzzles pressed together once, quickly and gently. 

“Help me out of this stinky leotard?” Elaine asked. ` 

“Gladly,” said Samantha, lightly. Elaine bounded up- 
stairs, with Samantha right behind. 


In her bedroom Elaine turned her back to hersister. The 
latter could not resist first giving her a back-to-front hug as the 
two of them giggled. Then Samantha pulled the zipper of 
Elaine's leotard down to the small of her back, exposing much 
of her white stripe. Elaine turned around. Gently Samantha 
pulled the shoulder straps away and down. She had to pull 
forward a bit to let out Elaine’s quite ample breasts. As usual 
Sammy’s eyes widened somewhat dramatically at the sight. 
She continued pulling down until the fabric hung around 
Elaine’s waist. 

Elaine sat back on the edge of the bed with her hands 
behind her, holding herself up as she lifted and bent her legs. 
Samantha knelt in front of her and helped to remove the leg 
warmers from her calves. As she passed by she couldn’t resist 
the urge to massage Elaine’s feet a bit, which her sister greatly 
appreciated. She wiggled her toes a little as the bones within 
loosened at Samantha’s touch. | 


When she'd finished the massage Samantha ran her 
fingers gently up along Elaine’s thighs. At the hips they curled 
around the lower portion of the leotard. Elaine put her feet on 
the floor and hoisted her hips a bit as Samantha pulled the 
material down around her haunches. Then Elaine lowered 
again and lifted her legs to assist Sammy in completing her 
nakedness. 

Now Elaine crawled up on the bed and lay on her side. 
Both legs were bent with one flat on the mattress and one up 
straight. She did her best cute-as-can-be, with her hand lightly 
tracing along her side. Samantha just stood and looked at her 
for awhile, her hands and fingers lightly tracing patterns on her 
own abdomen. Then finally she crawled forward and lay beside 
her sister. 

The two women wrapped their arms about each other, 
and Elaine rested her head in her sister’s cleavage. Samantha 
snuzzled into her soft, white hair and rumbled. Forawhile they 
moved very little, content to simply enjoy one another’s 
warmth and sensation. Their legs slowly tangled together, 
producing more pressure and pleasure in their thighs and 
genitals. Their voices were a cello concerto. Samantha moved 
her muzzle to work her tongue and teeth under her sister’s chin 
as the two giggled. Elaine’s hands began to wander her sister's 
back from neck to thighs, kneading and pressing a lot in 
between. Samantha soon returned the favor as they interlocked 
muzzles in a very deep kiss. Their tongues feltwarm, rough and 
sweet to each other. 

They moved apart slightly to each give the other more 
access to the front. They traced gentle fingers along sides and 
over breasts and stomachs. They continued kissing as they ran 
hands through each other's silken hair. Elaine bent her upper 
leg to cover Sammy's hip. Sammy ran her fingertips in a gentle 
scratching motion along Elaine's now tightened thigh and hip 
muscles. Elaine jerked for a moment as her sister's hand strayed 
behind her and under her tail. Then she relaxed. She traced 
down Samantha's front to apply the gentlest pressure to her 
mons. 

As the two relaxed for a moment they spent some time 
simply staring into one another's eyes. Then Elaine closed 
them again as Samantha covered her face and neck with gentle 
kisses and nibbles. As she did so, she pushed Elaine over onto 
her back and wiggled her way between Elaine's legs. Elaine 
wrapped her calves around and over her sister's tail, pulling her 
close and enjoying the feeling. 

At first Sammy simply pressed their breasts together and 
moved slightly, feeling the dizzy-making sensation of their 
nipples playing upon each other. Both of them laughed. 
Sammy rubbed noses, then lowered herself a bit. Taking her 
weight more on her knees, she cupped Elaine's breasts with 
both hands and stared at them. She made circling motions as 
she began to slowly pulse her hips against her sister's. Elaine 
opened her mouth as her breathing became very deep. She 
began to move her own hips in response to her sister's pushing. 
Together their slow rhythm was like mid-ocean on the calmest 
day. Samantha lowered her head and extended her tongue. She 
touched Elaine's left breast on the fur just outside the naked 
patch. She let the tip wander about as if of its own will, micro- 
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inching its way toward her nipple. Finally she spiraled around, 
raising goose-pimples on Elaine's flesh, then flicker her tongue 
across the nipple itself. Elaine gasped as she did so. Samantha 
buried her muzzle over the nipple, using teeth, tongue and lips 
to stimulate her sister. Elaine squirmed beneath her and began 
to squeak. Meanwhile, Sammy rubbed her hand all over 
Elaine's right breast, spending a lot of time on that nipple too. 
Now she buried her face between Elaine’s breasts, nibbling and 
puffing warm air. She rubbed her cheeks along their soft 
texture. 

_ Finally, Samantha became more insistent in her hip- 
pressing as she enveloped her sister ی‎ nipple more fully. Her lips 
and tongue tasted the salty flesh. Meanwhile, she circled 
Elaine's other nipple with her fingertips, now and then adding 
a gentle sgueeze between two fingers. When she could regain 
her composure enough to respond, Elaine cupped her breasts 
from the side, pushing them further into her sister's appreci- 
ating face. This also added to Elaine's own sensation, so she 
stepped it up as her hips moved in time to her sister's rhythm. 
Both women had begun to feel a moist guivering between their 
legs. As Sammy s tongue extended and wound its way around 
both nipples, Elaine's gasping became more musical and she 
was pressed through her first orgasm of the night. 

Samantha continued kneading her sister's breasts as the 
latter’s breathing became short and choppy and her hips raised 
from the bed. Then Elaine lay back with her eyes closed and 
a wide smile on her open mouth. She took one very deep 
breath, sighed itout, then took another. She looked down and 
into Samantha 5 eyes. 

“Thank you,” she breathed, when she could breathe at 
all. 

“You're welcome,” Samantha said sweetly. She looked 
down. “You have such nice, big ones,” she noted, massaging 
them once more. Elaine responded by shaking them a little in 
her face, and Samantha's eyes widened as she fell into the 
cleavage once more. “Don’ do dat,” she mumbled almost 
drunkenly. 

Elaine gigeled and wrapped herself around her sister. 
Extricating herself a bit, she lifted Samantha's muzzle to hers 
and once more they kissed. Her hand traced soft patterns 
around Samantha's nipples, then down her abdomen. They 
stopped for a momentatstroking the inner fur of her thigh, and 
Sammy obligingly lifted one leg a bit. She started only a little 
as Elaine's fingers touched along her mons and sought the soft 
flesh in the middle. Elaine could feel the moisture now coating 
her sister's labia, as she very slowly coaxed her fingers between 
them. She ran one finger up and down very slowly, spreading 
the wetness around and once or twice alighting upon her 
clitoris. Samantha gasped and squeaked. 

Finally, Samantha lay upon her back with knees bent 
and feet pulled up close to her buttocks. Elaine turned around 
and lay with her breasts across Sammy's stomach, reaching 
between her thighs. Blowing slightly and cooly, she ran 
fingertips on each hand along each side of her sister's mount, 
observing the quivering of her sparkling labia. Finally, she 


spread the outer lips to expose the soft fleshy pinkness in 
between. She worked them with her fingers to rub the clitoris 
between the wet lips and Samantha gasped once more. 

Elaine climbed around and off the bed as Samantha 
propped up her back with a large pillow. With her legs still 
open, Sammy spread her own labia for her sister to see. Elaine 
reached one hand to touch and stroke the soft, creamy white fur 
patch of Samantha's vulva. Slowly she traced her index finger 
along one inner labia, then the other. She spread them between 
two fingers, then ran one lightly around the moist vagina. 
Meanwhile, her other hand reached down to pleasure her own 
moistening vulvaa bit. Finally, she kneltin between Samantha's 
knees. While her sister spread her own lips and touched her 
clitoris, Elaine probed her index finger into Samantha’s vagina, 
very slowly and delicately. At just past the second knuckle 
pushed down and pulled out slowly, exposing the opening 
wider and causing Samantha to gasp and shiver. Elaine set up 
her own rhythm of slow in-and-out stimulating as Samantha’s 
head rolled back and forth. Soon she grew bolder and one 
finger was replaced with two. 

Samantha’s breathing became very slow and deep. She 
let go of her vulva and raised her hands to cup her own firm 
breasts. Slowly she massaged them, ran her hands up and 
down, squeezed them, and tickled her nipples. Meanwhile her 
hips were moving in time to her sister’s probing. 

Elaine used one hand to spread her sister open while she 
continued her finger insertion with the other. Now she was 
inserting one finger, then two to their full length. Sammy’s 
labia glistened with moisture. Elaine spread the wetness about 
them and across her clitoris, causing her sister to jump. Then 
she moved her muzzle forward, breathing warmth between 
Samantha’s legs. She spread Sammy’s outer lips with both 
hands as she slowly extended her tongue to touch just outside 
one inner labia. She spent what seemed hours moving in a 
circle around the outside, tasting Samantha’s saltiness. When - 
she finished she began again, this time on the inside, sending 
Samantha moaning. At the top Elaine circled her protruding 
clitoris several times before dashing her tongue across. She 
enjoyed the reaction so much she did it again— and again. She 
giggled as she waggled her tongue back and forth across the 
rubbery inner lips. She encircled Samantha’s inner labia with 
her mouth, sucking gently on her clitoris as she pulled on both 
lips. Then she mouthed one of Samantha’s labia and pulled on 
it lightly, exposing pink, then let the flesh spring back. She did 
the same with the other side. She continued this for a while as 
she re-inserted two fingers into Samantha’s quivering vagina. 

Elaine was delighted with her sister’s response, and her 
own internal tingling was building to fever pitch. She reached 
both arms around Samantha’s thighs and up to fondle her 
sister s breasts as she buried her open muzzle in the middle. Her 
tongue extended slowly and dug deep into Sammy’s vagina as 
her upper teeth just grazed her sister’s clitoris. Samantha made 
little girl sighs, moans and squeaks; she brushed her fingers 
through Elaine’s hair and pulled her muzzle harder against her 
vulva. 
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Despite it being pinned beneath her sister, Sammy 
managed to move her tail up to brush along Elaine's stomach, 
inner thighs, and genitals. Her breathing was becoming much 
deeper and hoarser as Elaine continued to press her nose into 
Samantha's white fur patch. Despite her attempts at control, 
Sammy's hips began to buck against her sister's face. Elaine 
smiled beneath her tongue and continued her slow savoring of 
Samantha's delicious femininity. Sammy's moaning told her 
that she was getting very close, and Sammy's tail-tip whirling 
between her legs was getting her pretty close as well. Closer, 
closer... there! Sammy went through what must have been 
three orgasms in rapid succession, and Elaine’s followed her 
closely on one of them. Elaine collapsed her head onto 
Sammy 's stomach, and the two women lay there breathing 
heavily, spent for the moment. 

When she could move, Elaine gave one more shudder- 
producing kiss to Samantha’s labia, then climbed on top of her. 
She relaxed as Samantha kissed her ears and ran soft fingers 
along her back and rump. 

The two lay together for a while, feeling one another’s 
warmth. Then Elaine sat up slowly and straddled Samantha’s 
midsection. She moved herself up and down slowly while 
encircling her breasts, cupping them, and pushing them up and 
outward. 

“I like those,” Samantha breathed. 

“I know you do,” Elaine replied sweetly, pushing them 
out further. Sammy slipped out from under her a bit and came 
up to nibble and suck on Elaine's nipples some more. The two 
moved their hips together in such a way that their vulvas 
brushed together and touched lightly in rhythm. Elaine 
reached down to stroke and touch her sister's firm breasts in 
response to Samantha's mouthings. Both ofthe skunks giggled 
like much younger girls, enjoying their mutual nakedness and 
the physical joy of love making. Elaine pressed her breasts in 
sideways and squished Samantha's face between them. Sammy 
got revenge with some rapid tonguing. 

The mutual tickling between their legs was growing 
insistent again. They each looked into the sparkle in the other’s 
eyes, and spent some time fondling each other’s breasts and 
nipples, pressing their hips together fluidly. Sammy pushed 
Elaine back gently and turned sideways slightly as the two 
entwined their legs. They moved closer together until their 


genitals were touching and each had their legs around the © 


other’s body. Samantha grabbed onto Elaine’s calfand nibbled 
at her sensitive feet, as her sister reacted by scratching and 
tickling Sammy’s hefty thigh muscles. Their hip movements 
became more insistent pumping as their vulvas and labia 
rubbed together, sending waves of warmth up through them. 
They gripped tightly onto legs, hips and tails as they pressed 
and rubbed together, until the two of them reached smaller 
orgasms almost together. 

Neither of them was sure; they may have slept for a bit 
at that point. Both of them could imagine worse places to be 
at the moment... 

After some time they both lay there purring softly. 
Samantha turned sideways and twisted Elaine flat on her back. 
Disentangling themselves, Sammy straddled her sister’s chest, 
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offering all that lay beneath her tail for Elaine's pleasure. As 
Elaine happily indulged, Samantha used both hands to mas- 
sage her sister's slippery-wet mons. She squeezed it between 
both hands, puckering Elaine's glistening labia. Then she 
spread these and got a view of Elaine's bright pinkness. She 
passed one finger along her sister's exposed clitoris, then 
inserted it deep into her vagina. Both of these produced 
shudders and increased licking on Elaine's part. Finally, 
Samantha leaned forward and indulged her tongue in the salty 
pleasure of her sister's genitalia. She licked across her clitoris, 
pressed along both labia, and finally delved inside. She 
pumped in and out slowly, and meanwhile she inserted one 
lubricated finger into Elaine's tight anus. Sammy's hips rose 
and fell as she pumped against her sister’s exploring tongue. 
Elaine was ecstatic. 

The sixty-nine continued with very little noise until 
Samantha approached her next orgasm. As she began to moan 
rhythmically she reached back to spread her buns, giving Elaine 
easier access. Elaine soon replaced Samantha's hands with her 
own, and Sammy moved her own hands to massage between 
her sister's legs with renewed vigor. As each wrapped both arms 
around the other’s hips they rolled about on the bed, rapidly 
exchanging top and bottom positions. Finally, they evened it 
out with both women lying their sides, freeing up their hands 
to explore every remaining sensitive area of their bodies as they 
both went through a few more all-consuming climaxes. ۱ 

Once more they were not sure how long they lay there. 
But eventually and with no great hurry Samantha turned 
herself around and lay alongside Elaine, and the two of them 
hugged, cuddled and stroked each other. They purred and 
rumbled softly. 

“Mmm, you're wonderful,” Samantha cooed. “It’s no 
wonder Ty thinks you’re such a find.” | 

Elaine chuckled. “Thank you. You're nice to cuddle 
yourself.” 

They kissed once more, lightly. Samantha sat up a bit, 
while Elaine rested her hands behind her head. 

“So, help with that programming I have to get done?” 
Samantha asked, gently tracing a circle around her sister's 
nipple. 

“After that you want to work?” Elaine said. 

“Well, want to, no,” Sammy replied. She sighed. “But, 
duty calls you know.” 

“Mm, okay sweets, let's eat something to put back some 
vital salts and all, and then we'll pound out this thing you gotta 
do.” ۱ 

“Interesting choice of words,” Samantha replied, grin- 
ning. 

“Watch it or you get pinched,” Elaine growled. Then 
the two of them laughed and kissed once more. The got up 
together and proceeded to the shower, then down to the 
kitchen to prepare dinner. Neitherone bothered to get dressed. 
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The warm, golden eyes under heavy dark lashes and 
brows beckoned softly, “You're beautiful, do you know that?” 
The voice was as gentle as the night wind, yet there was a 
strength to it. 

Bren blushed and looked down, shyly smiling. “N-no,” 
he stammered, “not really.” 

A warm hand took his chin and gently lifted up his face. 
“You know it now,” the cool voice of the man replied. “Very 
beautiful.” A whisper heard only because the man's lips were 
then near Bren's ear. Bren saw a flash of moonslight on the 
man's thick, black hair. 

A shudder coursed through Bren's body, caused by the 
man s warm breath in his ear; on his neck. “LL” 

“Shhh,” the man reassured, brushing back light red- 
brown hair from Bren’s bright, blue eyes. “I would never harm 
you. Don’t you trust me?” 

Bren looked at the man. The handsome, sculpted face 
looked back. Bren could have sworn he saw the man’s soul in 
his face. “Yes, I think I can trust you.” 

“You don’t know how that makes me feel.” The man 
slowly moved in closer. 

Bren didn’t move. 

The man closed his eyes and gently kissed Bren. 

Bren’s head swam from the intimate contact. His first. 
He didn’t know what to do. 

But the man was a good teacher, and soon Bren’s 
awkwardness was replaced by a sensuous eagerness to learn. 
Through the night, he proved to be a gifted student. 

Later, Bren lay exhausted with strong arms wrapped 
about him. “Did you enjoy that, young one?” The man 
seemed to purr in Bren’s ear. 

Bren blushed, and felt foolish for such embarrassment. 
“It was wonderful.” It was all he could say. 

“Good. And you've never done that with anyone 
before?” 

“No.” Then he added meekly, “] suppose by now I 
should have, right?" 

“On the contrary, I’m glad you waited. It makes it all 
that much sweeter for me.” Trace of victory in his voice? No, 
it couldn't have been. 

“What do you mean?” Bren asked, puzzled. 

“Why, your first time is the one time you will remember 
forever, and believe me, I do want you to remember.” Something 
laced his words. 

Bren didn't feel as secure as he thought. Why? He 
pushed slightly to move away. Strong arms gripped him 
tightly. Bren’s heart started to beat faster. Were the man’s arms 
changing color? “Um, can I get up now?” 

“Of course.” He released his grip. “I want you to gaze 
upon me.” 

Bren quickly got up. The night breeze suddenly felt very 
cold against his skin. 

The man slowly rose. He wasn’t that tall before, was he? 
A smile flashed across his face, but it wasn’t the kind, trusting 
smile from before. There was a twist to it. A victorious smirk? 
“You don’t know yet, do you, boy?” 


Bren's heart began to pound. He shook his head as a 
sense of dread washed over him. 

The man laughed. A wicked laugh. “So unbelievably 
innocent!” he exclaimed. “I would almost say you are acting, 
but I know you are not. I have won a fine prize tonight!” 

His skin! No trick of moonslight or shadow, the man’s 
skin grew dark. The black hair became longer, and the warmth 
disappeared from the golden eyes, to be replaced bya powerful, 
cold glow. 

“What's wrong?” asked Bren, grasping at anything. “Are 
you ill? Is something harming you?” 

“Stop trying to delude yourself, boy, and look at me!” 
Ivory horns suddenly grew from the man’s head. Fangs grew 
in his mouth, and his skin was as black as his hair; darker than 
shadow. 

“No!” screamed Bren. He turned to run. 

“Yes!” The man commandingly raised his hand and 
Bren stopped; compelled to look back. Fear sang in his body. 
He could barely breathe. 

“No mortal lover had you this night,” the man-creature 
sneered. 

“No.” Bren pleaded in a small voice. “Please, no. Don't 
do this. Please!” 

“Oh, please, beg more, boy. There seems to be no end 
to the pleasure you can give.” 

“What are you?” Bren asked, tears welled in his eyes. 

"I am the one who stole your innocence,” the creature 
stated simply, triumphantly. 

“No! No, this can’t be happening!” Tears flowed down 
his face. “I can’t believe this! It’s not real! It can’t be!” 

“Believe it you must. And to make sure, I give you this 
lasting gift.” Tracing patterns in the air before him, the 
creature muttered strange verses. © 

The sky became inflamed. Bren felt a force invade his 
whole body, an unhealthy feeling; dark and terrifying. Pain 
coursed through his head. He screamed. Horns grew from his 
head, hard and gray. Fur covered his lower legs. His back felt 
like it was on fire and two wings lurched and fanned out. And 
though he couldn’t have seen it, he knew the blue in his eyes 
had turned blood red. 

The laughter of the creature faded as he suddenly 
disappeared into a brimstone cloud. 

“No!” Bren screamed. “No! No! NOOO!” 


The nightmare ended. 


Bren woke up suddenly, still screaming. He was shak- 
ing, covered with sweat. Tears streamed freely from his eyes as 
a cool breeze wafted through the cavern. Soon the spasms of 
fright calmed. He instinctively moved his hand to the top of 
his head. The horns felt as strong and real as always. The fur 
on his lower legs, while soft, was still there. The wings he could 
will to go away, but the scar-like marks left by them were still 
there. 

The demon had seduced and changed him a month 
before, and still the dreams of memory played the scene 
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again. 

“Gods and goddesses,” he whispered, “please make it 
stop.” Bren lay back down, burying himself in his sleeping furs. 
He shivered, but not from cold, and cried softly back to sleep. 

Bren woke up late the next morning. He crawled out of 
his sleeping furs and walked further back into his cavern home 
to the warm, crystal-lined spring. Feeling refreshed after a 
warm bath, Bren dried himself and casually put on a decorative 
loin cloth. Less clothes made his powers work a bit smoother. 

He walked out of the small cavern mouth. The late 
summer forest around his home was alive with bird calls and 
small mammals scampering though trees. The day promised 
to be warm and sunny. Stretching, Bren shapeshifted into a 
bird to search out breakfast. 

The demon’s touch had not affected his shifting abilities 
much. He had been born with the ability to shapeshift into 
other creatures, but he was only able to start using the power 
effectively when he reached adolescence, at age fourteen; 
almost five years ago. He had been able to change into any 
humanoid form as well, but the demon had stolen that. His 
only humanoid form was the demon-tinged one. 

Reveling in flight, Bren took his time finding food, but 
eventually he found a grove of tall fruit trees. The smooth 
white-yellow bark of the fruit trees contrasted sharply with the 
rough, dark brown bark of the smaller trees surrounding the 
grove. Palla fruit grew on some of the higher branches of this 
tree, and palla fruit was Bren’s favorite breakfast. Bren shifted 
into his “normal” form, and settled on a strong branch. He 
picked a sample of the fruit with rich, ripe purple skin and 
began to eat the apple-shaped piece. ۱ 

As always, his mind went back to that night. He had 
passed out when the horrible change was complete. An older 
woman stumbled across him while investigating the noise. She 
had taken him in, and cared for him until he had recovered. 
After he had cried out his story to her, she had known what kind 
of creature had seduced him; an incubus. A type of demon that 
could change his appearance easily, and a type whose favorite 
“entertainment” was seducing mortals. The moreinnocent the 
victim, the more pleasure the incubus received. Bren's fingers 
duginto the bark of the tree, and he swallowed his food angrily. 
Used like a toy and thrown away! he thought to himself.. How 
could I have been so stupid! So foolishly trusting! Even disguised 
as he was, I shouldn’t have trusted him; shouldn’t trust anyone. 
Never will again! That's for sure! Bren brought himself under 
control and sighed. Stop that. I can’t go around just not trusting 
anyone. Tekariel didn't turn on me. 

He almost smiled thinking how Tekariel wouldn’t leave 
him alone like he had wanted. She had insisted that while he 
had gone through a terrible experience, he couldn’t just shut 
out the rest of the world. So many things she had said to 
console him and the words had made sense, they really did, but 
it was so hard to truly believe them. 

Bren almost jumped into a corner whenever he en- 
countered somebody. The loneliness was an ache, an empti- 
ness that wouldn’t go away, but the fear of being hurt and used 
again smothered any desire to meet anyone. ۱ 


He had considered remaining in a non-human form for 
the rest of his life, but Tekariel had firmly argued him out of 
that. She had assured him that he wasn't a demon, regardless 
of his appearance. That had taken awhile to sink in. “You're 
very attractive,” Tekariel would tell him. “Probably more 
attractive than when you were ‘human’.” 

But, to Bren, the price was shameful. “T want my human 
self back!” he had cried to her, but what he truly wanted, he 
could never have back; innocence can't be regained. He had 
felt, and still felt, that he could never trust anyone. 

He had expected Tekariel to turn on him. at any 
moment. He knew it was stupid to think that, but that's how 
he'd felt. She had regarded him with a sad shake of her head 
and a smile when he'd thanked her for taking care of him; 
always keeping his distance. She'd asked if he had a place to 
live, and he’d said not anymore. With lingering hope she had 
invited him to stay with her, but he couldn't be near someone. 

She had “called” a small gathering of earth spirits to 
direct him to an elaborate, comfortable cavern not too far away, 
but far enough. He'd find out that they would also clean and 
change things to his tastes. 

He'd been so grateful that before he knew what he had 
been doing he hugged her. He had trembled with the physical 
touch, but endured the fear. When he'd pulled away, he'd seen 
the flash of tears in her eyes before she had turned away and told 
him to take care of himself and visit when he could. 

He hadn’t visited her since. He shook his head, clearing 
the past visions away. 

He set the half-eaten fruit down beside him. He hated 
what the incubus had done! Because with all of Tekariel’s 
words of reassurance, he still couldn’t trust anyone. [just have 
to keep my guard up always. 

“H’lo!” A cheery voice broke his thoughts. 

Bren shook, startled. “Who’s that?” Suspicious guard 
up. 

“Over here, sexy!” The voice came from the small being 
at the end of the branch, not too far away. The figure was a 
fairy. He was small, only about afootspan tall. Long blond hair 
flowed around a sharply attractive face and down his back 
between two large, monarch-like butterfly wings sprouting 
from his shoulder blades. Antennae poked through his hair. 
Large violet eyes and a warm smile gave him a friendly look. 
Log friendly, thought Bren suspiciously. He ignored the 
greeting and turned away. 

“Ooo, that’s a very serious look you have.” The fairy 
cocked his head to one side. “Must have a Jot on your mind. 
Something bothering you?” 

He sounds nice, Bren thought. Butso did— I’ve got to get 
out of here! Bren pushed off the branch. 

“Hey!” the fairy said, startled. “What are you doing?” 

When Bren cleared the tree, the demonic wings, his 
wings, sprouted instantly from his back. When they spread, 
they immediately caught the air, and carried Bren up over the 
trees. Flapping his wings fast, Bren disappeared from sight 
before the fairy could properly react. 
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“Well, so that's how he got all the way up here. Pretty 
trick. 1 cannot let a babe like that just go away, and he really 
seemed troubled, too. Mom always said the best things in life 
aren't easy to get; guess she was right.” The fairy suddenly 


frowned. “Guess 1 better stop talking to myself, and think 


about how to find him.” 

Bren slowed down after he put a lot of distance between 
himself and the grove. Maybe I shouldn't have run off so quick. 
What if he was being nice? But that creature was nice too; he- Bren 
balled his hands into fists. Jve got to stop thinking about that! 
Besides, it’s a beautiful day and flying feels great. He suddenly 
rose sharply, arcing into a graceful aerial somersault, and 
completing in with a horizontal spin. Well at least these wings 
are good for something. 

He did only a few more aerial acrobatics before heading 
for home. Better keep low for the rest of the day, and I'd better find 
a new place for breakfast. 


The nightmare returned as vivid as ever that night. 


The next morning, Bren wearily shifted into a bird and 
searched out the other nearby palla grove. “The goddesses 
must have put something addictive in that fruit.” 

He soon found the grove and flew up to a high, fruit- 
laden branch. After finishing two smaller pieces, Bren lazily 
relaxed in the branch. 

“Hlo again!” 

“Huh?” Bren almost jumped. Then saw the fairy 
hovering many feet away with his arms crossed. 

“Do you have any idea what the odds are that I was able 
to find you? I mean, I had to assume you made palla your usual 
breakfast, and then 1 had to assume you lived nearby the other 
grove, and then I had to assume there was another grove in the 
general area!” The fairy smiled slowly. “Guess I assumed 
right!” 

“What do you want?” 

“I just want to talk with you.” 

“Why?” 

““Cuz you look like someone who needs to talk.” The 
fajry fidgeted a little. “And you're cute.” 

He thinks Im cute? Bren thought. PH show him cute! 
Bren's wings slowly emerged from his back. His horns seemed 
sharper, and his blood-red eyes seemed to glow evilly. A non- 
present wind made his hair and leg fur dance as he hovered 
above the branch. “Now.” Bren's voice was lowered. “What 
do you think!” 

The fairy cocked his head to one side, considering. “I 
think you're either trying to frighten me, or turn me on.” 

“What.” Bren's voice returned to normal, and the act 
was gone. 

“One didn't work, but the other could.” The fairy 
smiled. 

Bren sat back down on the branch. What's going on here? 
he thought hopelessly. 

“Please?” The fairy's voice sounded soft. “Tell me 
what's bothering you.” 

“Why do you care to know!” Bren shouted, but imme- 
diately wished he hadn’t sounded so harsh. 
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“Well, if that’s gonna be your attitude, I’m sorry 1 
asked!” The fairy gracefully turned to leave, scowling. 

“No, wait. I didn’t...” What am I doing? he thought. 

The fairy quickly spun and flew up to Bren. A smile was 
on his face. “Oh, I know. I didn’t really think you were as nasty 
as you sounded.” The fairy laughed slightly, and reached out 
a hand to touch Bren’s face. “Such a pretty face couldn’t 
possibly belong to a grumpy being.” 

Bren immediately shied away from his touch. “Don’t! 
Please don’t touch me, and don’t say such words.” 

“But I was only going to-” 

“Just don’t! Please?” he added to take the offense out of 
his command. 

The fairy sighed dramatically. “Oh, all right. Mind if I 
take a seat, though?” He motioned to a space on the branch 
beside Bren. 

“No, go ahead.” Caution with every word. Wary eyes 
looked hard at the fairy. 

“Thanks!” The fairy suddenly became human-sized, his 
wings disappeared and he sat down close to Bren, but didn’t 
touch him. 

Bren was suddenly aware that the fairy wore no clothing, 
but then he considered his limited outfit. It seemed inap- 
propriate to wear much clothing on a hot day anyway. 

“So.” The fairy began, not knowing what to say next. 

“So?” 

“SO, I guess you flew up here with those wings, huh.” 

“No, 1 flew in the shape of a bird.” Bren still eyed the 
fairy cautiously. 

“You're a sorcerer!” The fairy's face brightened. 

“No, justashapeshifter.” Bren tried to keep as emotionless 
as possible. If this was a trick, he didn’t want to be made a fool 
of. 

“Just a shapeshifter?” laughed the fairy. “Hey, that's a 
pretty incredible gift! Wish I could do it!” 

“But you did.” 

“Just my size. That's all I can change.” The fairy looked 
ever so slightly depressed, but it quickly faded and the smile 
returned. “By the way, my name is Lar. That's short for 
Larinthion.” He grimaced slightly. “Mother should have 
stopped at Lar. The whole thing sounds too formal.” 

“It's not bad. My name's Bren.” Then he added quickly, 
“It's not short for anything.” 

“PI bet it isn’t,” the fairy mumbled then said aloud, 
“That was kind of your mother. Y know, I keep looking, and 
believe me, I like what I see, but I can’t seem to place your race. 
Horns remind me of velder, but the leg fur is sorta satyr, and- 

“I used to be human.” Bren lowered his head a bit. 

“Oh, so this is just a shape you've shifted into?” 

“No, this is my only human-like form.” Why was he 
telling this to a stranger? He could turn on him at any time, and 
probably would soon. 

“How come?” Lar's eyes looked inquisitive. 

Enough was enough. “I don't think Dll go into it.” 
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“Aw, c'mon, please? I love stories!” Lar almost nudged 
closer, then remembered Bren’s command and stopped. “Is it 
asad story?” Lar grew more subdued. “You know, they’re the 
stories you should talk out. It’s not good to keep them inside. 
They sorta just, well, Jie there and eat you up.” 

Bren looked at Lar; this being he barely knew and 
couldn’t trust. Why should I tell him anything? he thought to 
himself. He might be another demon in disguise who wants to 
hear the whole story so he can laugh at me and shame me even more. 
Fine. Let him be whatever. I'll tell the story, but [won't give a hint 
of emotion. If this is a demon, he won't get any satisfaction from 
me! Resolved, Bren told the story of a lonely night when a 
stranger introduced himself and gave Bren his first night of 
passion. How the stranger turned out to be ademon, and how 
he altered Bren’s form permanently. He told the story trying 
not to express any of the trust he first felt, nor the intimate 
feelings and sensations he went through, nor the feelings of 
utter betrayal and fear, but he was unsuccessful, and he was 
crying again by the end of the tale. Well now whoever this is will 
get his pleasure! he thought hopelessly. What does it matter, 
anyway? He expected cruel laughter and a tormenting smile, 
but when he looked back, it was still the fairy who helplessly 
looked at him, tears flowing from his great violet eyes. His 
hands reached out to comfort Bren, but stayed away because of 
Bren’s command. 

“How?” Lar muttered softly. “How can a creature have 
hurtyou so bad? How can they do that to anyone? That should 
never have happened! Never!” Lar took a deep breath and 
started to regain his control. “You listen to me! You can't let 
this keep torturing you! When I saw you it was like there was 
a shadow hanging about you.” 

“He seduced me!” Bren cried. “And I let him! I trusted 
him!” 

“What's done is done, no matter how terrible,” Lar said 
consolingly. “You've got to go on with your life.” 

Bren looked startled. “I can't get past that! I can’t forget 
id It haunts my dreams every night!” 

“Because you've kept it all locked up inside you! Because 
you won't let yourself be near anyone else! Of course it haunts 

ou; you won't think of anything or anyone else.” Then Lar 
stopped and crinkled his eyebrows. “This is all assumption on 
my part, of course, but hasn't letting a little of it out helped?” 

“Yes. I haven't told it to anyone since I told Tekariel.” 

“The woman that took care of you? Don't you still see 
her?” 

Bren felt guiltin his throat. “No. All she did for me and 
[still don’t want to be near her. But I can’t trust anyone” Bren's 
voice was full of despair as he pleaded. “Don't you see? I can’t 
trust anyone. I'll never be able to.” 

“Then the incubus has won another victory over you.” 
Lar shook his head sadly. 

“NO!” Bren shouted wide-eyed at Lar. 

“Fraid so. Unless you do something about it.” 

“What?” 

“Well, we're not doing so bad.” 

“No, but I still think you could turn into a demon at any 
moment.” 


“Eww, what a lovely thought. Look, you can't expect a 
change to happen instantly. You've got to think about this. 
Why don't you meet me here tomorrow?” ۱ 

“Tomorrow.” 

“Same time, about?” Lar said hopefully. 

Bren looked at Lar for a long time in silence. His blood 
red eyes searched the sympathetic-seeming violet eyes. Once 
he looked into a face and believed he could trust it. With all 
his soul he believed he could trust it. "Don" t do it again!” the 
hurt in him cried. 

“All right.” he finally said aloud. > 

“Okay.” Lar smiled sweetly and flew off. 

The next day, Lar discovered Bren already on the branch; 
his face was down. 

“Bren? Are you all right?” Lar asked very concerned. 
Bren looked up, and Lar could sec that he must not have slept 
well che previous night, but there was something different in 
his eyes than before. “I went to see Tekariel yesterday. We 
spent the whole day and most of the night talking. She wants 
to meet you.” 

“Uh-oh. What'd I do?” ۱ 

“Nothing wrong, and a lot right. She thinks it best if I 
weren't alone so much.” 

“Hey, 1 think 1 spent some time telling you that too.” 

“I know. And after hearing what I said about you, how 
I talked about you, she thinks you'd be good ar it.” 

“Good at what?” 

“Keeping me company, being my friend, and more.” 
Bren lowered his eyes. “Lar?” 
“Yes Bren?” Lar’s antennae straightened i in attention. 
“Stay with me ہیی‎ Bren said softly. 

“Huh?” 

“Stay with me tonight.” Bren repeated. “Please? [don't 
want to be alone.” 

“Me?” Lar's eyes widened and he almost fell off the 
branch. Bren reached out to steady him, gendy grabbing his 
arm. “Really, Bren, I didn’t mean to imply that you should 
open up, like that, tome.” Larshookhis head vigorously. “Geez, 
it sounds like an elaborate come on in some ways!” 

“Oh.” Bren looked confused. “I-I thought- But if you 
don’t want to, I guess-” 

“Now let's not talk crazy here! Of course I want to! Let's 
see, tonight, hm?” Lar gazed at the sun, shielding his eyes with 
a hand. “How much more of this daylight we got anyway? 
Shouldn’t it be getting dark soon?” 

“It's barely noon.” Bren remarked with a hint of a smile. 

Lar looked back at him. “What’s that!” he exclaimed. 

“What's what?” Bren looked around him. 

“Hey, you can’t fool me! That’s a smile in your face!” 

Bren smiled a bit more. “I thought I forgot how.” 

Lar hesitantly took Bren’s hand in his, sobering. “I hope 
you ll be doing more of that.” His eyes searched Bren’s. 

Bren gently squeezed Lar’s hand. “I hope so too.” He 
breathed nervously and leaned over to Lar.. 

Lar quickly bit his lip then tilted his head slightly. 

Bren stopped breathing as he pensively kissed Lar. 
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Lar returned the kiss gently, feeling Bren's tears on his 
cheek. 

As the kissing progressed, Lar reached up to run his 
fingers through Bren's soft hair. Sunny highlights danced 
through it as Lar's fingers played through it. Bren, who would 
once have winced from such a touch, nuzzled the hand, eyes 
closed, mouth gently locked with Lar's. He caressed Lar's 
shoulder with one hand and ran the other down his back, 
pulling the fairy closer, almost desperately. Lar moaned softly 
into Bren's mouth at his touch. 

Was this going too fast? Lar's mind thought. No, he 
knew once the wall had come down that Bren's emotions 
would try to make up for lost time, and Lar would let them if 
Bren wished. He had been through so much; Lar would let him 
do anything, receiving no small rewards himself. He con- 
centrated fully on Bren's body. 

And then the branch broke. 

With startled yelps, the two changed form; Bren into a 
hawk, and Lar into his smaller self. His wings appeared 
instantly. They both settled to the ground, Lar laughing all the 
way. Bren shifted back near the ground. 

“Whew!” Bren exclaimed. 

“Yeah!” Lar laughed. “Um, I think we better find 
more... stable accommodations!” 

“Follow me?” Bren asked. 

“Anywhere! Think Pd let as good a kisser as you get 
away?” 

Bren didn’t answer, still unsure how to take compliments, 
and shifted into a hawk again. He flew to his cavern, and Lar 
followed, talking all the way. 

They reached the cavern and went inside. Bren shifted 
back, and Lar resumed human size. 

Lar gazed about in wonder. “This is beautiful!” He eyed 
the sleeping furs, then gave Bren a coy look. “Even better.” 

Bren took his hand and lead Lar to the furs, unrolling 
them as he knelt down. Lar knelt in front of him, and they 
quickly began kissing again. 

Lar ran his hands across Bren's shoulders, feeling the 
wing scars. Bren felt no pain from them. Then Lar slid his hand 
slowly down Bren's side. Bren's body flexed often as Lar's 
fingers explored it. Lar slid further down and stopped abruptly 
at the loin cloth. He opened his eyes and looked into Bren's. 
Bren moved his own hand down Lar's arm, touching the hand 
at the cloth, and then Bren unfastened the cloth and seemingly 
casually tossed it aside. But Lar felt Bren’s heart beat faster, and 
felt his breath shake. He knew Bren was very nervous despite 
his longing for this. ۱ 

Lar's hands gently caressed Bren's lower region. Bren 
also did the same to Lar, pushing their groins together. Bren 
letoutashaking sigh, and Lar began to kiss his neck. Both were 
highly aroused, both their bodies so aware ofeach other. Every 
touch, every move brought renewed pleasure. 

Bren slowly lay on his back, bringing Lar on top of him. 
The fairy seemed weightless. ۱ 

Lar began moving his hips and groin harder and faster 
against Bren's. Bren moaned loudly, and Lar knew he couldn't 
hold out much longer; neither could he. Bren seemed to 
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instinctively know just where to touch and just how to move, 
and Lar responded in kind. Lar rubbed Bren's chest, grazing 
his hard nipples. Lar’s long, blond hair fell around Bren, 
tickling his throat and chest. Bren’s hand similarly caressed 
Lar's chest while his other hand moved up and down his back. 

Bren groaned. “I-I...” His voice was throaty with his 
advancing climax. 

Lar puta finger to Bren's trembling lips. “Shh,” his voice 
also purring. “It’s all right. I’m close, too.” 

Bren threw back his head suddenly; backarching, muscles 
quivering. His hair fell around the furs and around his horns. 
A deep cry strained from his throat as his orgasm coursed 
through his entire body. 

Lar’s graceful body also arched. His hair cascaded down 
his back and shoulders. His own climax nearly sent him 
toppling off Bren. 

Panting, Lar slid off Bren. He curled up beside him, 
rubbing Bren’s heaving chest gently and softly kissing him. 

All Bren could do was look at Lar. A little piece of him 
expected betrayal, but it never happened and never would. 

Lar sensed this fear and held Bren close to reassure him. 

With a heavy relieved sigh, Bren returned Lar's embrace. 

They fell asleep, and slept the day as well as the night 
through. Only once did Bren waken startled, but then he 
turned to look into the violet eyes also awake at Bren’s sudden 
move, and he settled back to sleep. The nightmare did not 
return. 
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